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CHAPTER I. 

PXPfi, THS 8LSSPXX. 

No landscape on the Biscayan coast, presents a mon 
impoBing and picturesque aspect than the littl^ village of 
Blanchovi. Lying within an amphitheatre of clifTs, whose 
crests rise above the roo& of the houses, the port is pro- 
tected from the surge of the sea by a handsome little jetty 
of chiselled stone ; while the single street of which the vil- 
lage is composed, commencing at the inner end of the mole, 
sweeps boldly up against the face of the precipice. On both 
sides, the houses, disposed in a sort of tcheUm^ rise, terrace^ 
like, one above the other ; so that viewed from a distance) 
the street presents the appearance of a gigantic stairway. 

In these, the common dwellings, there is not much variety 
of architecture ; since the village is almost exclusively in), a 
bited by poor fisherman. There is one building, however, 
that is conspicuous — so much so as to form the principal 
feature of the landscape. It is an old chateau — perhaps the 
tnly building of this character in Spain — whose slate rooff 
and gothic turrets and vanes, rising above the highest point 
of the cliffs, overlook the houses of the village. 

This mandon belonged to the noble &mily of Medianai 

!• • 
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and Amned part of the grand estates of this andeni b<»i0e 
For a long period, the Counts of Medians hait i.ot inhabited 
the ohatean of Elanchovi, and it had &llen into a state of 
n^lect and partial decay, presenting a somewhat wild and 
'lesolate aspect. However, at the beginning of the year 
1808, during the troubles of the French invasion, the Count 
l>on Juan, then head of the £tniily, had chosen it as a safe 
residence for his young wife Dona Luisa, whom he passion 
telj loved. 

Here Don Juan passed the first months of his married life 
— a marriage celebrated under circumstances of sad augury. 
The younger brother of Don Juan, Don Antonio de Mediana, 
had also fi^rvently loved the Dona Luisa ; imtil finding her 
preference for his brother, he had given up his suit in anger, 
and quitted the country. He had gone, no one knew 
whither; and though after a time there came back a rumour 
of his death, it was neither copfirmed nor contradicted. 

The principal reason why the Count had chosen this wild 
spot as a residence for his lady was this : — He held a high 
command in the Spanish army, and he knew that duty woulO 
icon call him into the field. The alcalde of Elanchovi Lad 
been an old servant of the Mediana &mily, and had been 
raised to his present rank by their influence. Don Juan, 
'•herefore, believed he could rely upon the devotion of this 
functionary to the interests of his house, and that during hia 
Absence Dofia Luisa would find security under the magis- 
terial protection. Don Ramon Cohecho was the name of the 
/liief magistrate of Elanchovi. 

The Count was not permitted long to enjoy the happineM 
f^ his married life. Just as he had anticipated, he soon 
I eceived orders to join his regiment ; and parted from the 
chateau, leaving his young wife under the special care of ac 
old and respectable domestic — the steward Juan de Dioi 
Ctn^lp. ^e parted from bis home pever more to retom to 



It; for in the battle of Bargoa, a French bullet suddenly tei* 
minated his existence. 

It was sad tidmgs for the DoSa Luisa; and thus to the joyi 
of the first days of her married life succeeded the sorrows ">.' 
ft premature widowhood. 

It was near the close of the year 1808, when the ch&teai 
W9^ the sombre witness of DoS x Luisa's grie^ that our stcry 
commences, and though its scene lies in another land — thoii> 
sands of leagues from the Biscayan coast — its history is inti 
mately woven with that of the chateau of Elanchovi. 

Under ordinary circumstances, the village of Elanchovi pre- 
sents a severe and dreary aspect. The silence and solitude 
that reigns along the summit of the clifis, contrasted with 
the continuous roaring- of the breakers against their base, 
inspires the beholder with a sentiment of melancholy. More- 
over, the villagers, as already said, being almost exclusively 
fishermen, and absent during the whole of the day, the place 
at first sight would appear as if uninhabited. Occasionally 
when some cloud is to be obseiTcd in the sky, the wives of 
the fishermen may be seen at the door, in their skirts of 
bright colours, and their hair in long double plaits hanging 
below their waists. These after remaining a while to cast 
anxious glances upon the far horizon, again recross the thresh- 
olds of their cottages, leaving the street deserted as before. 

At the time of which we are writing — the month of 
November, 1808— Elanchovi presented a still more 4esolat€ 
Mpeet than was its wont. The proximity of the French 
ftrmy had produced a panic among its inhabitants and many 
of these poor people — forgetting in their terror that they 
had nothing to lose — had taken to their boats, and sought 
safety in places m'^^e distant from the invaders of whom they 
were in dread. 

Isolated as this little village was on the Biscayan coasts^ 
IImm was all the mor^ reason why it should have its ganiMNi 
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cf cooBt-guarcte ; and such in reality it hal. These at tiii 
time consisted of a company of soldiers-- oarabinierSi ondei 
the command of a captain Don Lucas Despierto — ^but thi 
condition of these warriors was not one to be envied, for Um 
Spanish government, although nommally keeping thorn in ht 
pay, had for a long time neglected to pay them. The conse* 
juence was, that these poor fellows had absolutely nothing 
upon which to live. The seizure of smuggled goods — ^witb 
which they might have contrived to indemnify themselves — 
was no longer possible. The contraband trade, under this 
system, was completely annihilated. The smugglers knew 
better than to come in contact with codst-guards whose per- 
formance of their duty was stimulated by such a keen neces- 
sity ! From the captain himself down to the lowest offidal, 
an incessant vigilance was kept up — ^the result of which was 
that the fiscal department of the Spanish government was, 
perhaps, never so faithfully or economically served. 

There was one of these coast-guards who affected a com- 
plete skepticism in regard to smuggling* —he even went so hx 
as to deny that it had ever existed t He was distinguished 
among his companions by a dngular habit — ^that of always 
going to sleep upon his post; and this habit, whether feigned 
or real, had won for him the name of the Sleeper, On this 
account it may be supposed, that he was never placed upon 
^uard where the post was one of importance. 

Jos6, or as he was more familiarly styled, Pqo^ was a young 
fellow of some twenty-five years — tall, thin, and muscular, 
ilis black eyes, deeply set under bushy eyebrows, had all the 
appearance of eyes that could sparkle ; besides, his whole 
countenance possessed the configuration of one who had been 
bom for a life of activity. On the contrary, however— 
whether from a malady or some other cause — the man 
appeared as sonmolent and immobile as if both his visage and 
k^xly were carved oat of marble. In a word, with all IM 
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etterior marks that lenote the possessioii of \n ao^re and 
ardent soul, Pep6 the Shq^er appeared the most inaoUye and 
ajmthetio of men. 

His chagrin was great— or appeared to be so— w'^en, iipo« 
Uie evening of the day in which this narrative commenoeik 
ihe captain of the coast-gnard sent a messenger to summoa 
Aim to head-quarters. 

On receiving the unexpected order, Pep6 rose from liis 
jabitual attitude of recumbence, stretched himself at his 
Leisure, yawned several times, and then obeyed the summons, 
saying as he went out : *^ What the devil &ncy has the cq^ 
tain got into his head to send for me /" 

Once, however, on the way and alone, it might have been 
observed that the somnolent coast-guard walked with an 
<)nergctic and active step, very unlike his usual gait t 

On entering the apartment where the captain awsdted hint, 
his apathetic habit returned ; and, while rolling a cigarette 
between his fingers, he appeared to be half asleep. The cap- 
Udn was buried in a profound meditation, and did not at fiml 
perceive him, 

^ .Buefio 1 my captain," said the coast-guard, respectfully 
saluting his superior, and oalling attention to his preseneeu 
" I am here.'* 

^^ Ah ! good I my fine fdlow," began the captain, in a win- 
tting voice. "Well, Pepfil" added he more slcwly and signifi- 
Mntiy, '* the times are pretty hard with as — ^are Ihey not ?'' 

** Rather hard, captain." 

^ But you, hambre /" rejoined Don Lucas, with a laugh, 
•* you don't appear to suffer much of the misery — ^you are 
always asleep I understand ?" 

" When I sleep, captain, I am not hungry," replied the 
eoast-giiard, endeavouring to stifie a yawn; "then I dream 
Ihat the government has paid me." 

*^ Wdl-Hkt all events yon are not its creditor for maii| 
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boiin of th« day, nnoe you deep most of them. But, mj 
fine fellow,ivlinot about this I dedre to talk to yon. I wisb 
(ogiveyouaproofofmy oonfidence.'' * 

«* Ah I»» muttered Pep6. 

^ And a proof of my regard for yo V oontinaed the oflidet. 
*The government has its eye open upon all of us; yon? 
reputation for apathy begins to be talked about, and yo% 
might be discharged one of these days as a useless official 
It would be a sad affiiir if you were to lose your plaoe?^ 

** Frightful I captain," replied Pep6, with perfect simplicity 
of manner ; ^ for if I can scarce keep from dying of hunger 
h my place, what would be the result were I deprived of it f 
Frightful I" 

**To prevent this misfortune, then," continued the captain, 
^ I have resolved to furnish to those who calumniate you, a 
proof of the confidence which may be placed in you, by giv- 
ing you the post of J^enada — and this very night." 

Pep6 involuntarily opened his eyes to their fullest extent. 

•* That surprises you ?" said Don Lucas. 

^No," laconically replied the coast-guard. 

The captain was unable to conceal from his inferior a slight 
oonfusion, and his voice trembled as he pronounced the inter 
rogation : — 

•* What ! It does not surprise you f " 

^ No," repeated Pep6, and then added in a tone of flattery 
''The captain Despierto is so well known for his vigilanot 
and energy, that he may confide the most important post to 
the very poorest of his sentinels. That is why I am not 
istonished at the confidence he is good enough to place in 
me : and now I await the instructions your Honour may be 
pleased to give." 

Don Lucas, without further parley, proceeded to instruct 
Lis sentinel in his duty for th^ night. The orders were some- 
Whal diffuse— so much so that Pep6 had a diflmlty in < 
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prehending thomr— but they were wound up by the oaptab 
laying to the coast-guard, as he dismissed him from hit 
presence — 

^ And above all, my fine fellow, danH go to %U^ upo» 
yofurpoBtt^ 

^I shall try not to do so, captun," replied Pep6, at tin 
lar-ie timo saluting his superior, and taking his leave. 

**This fellow is worth his weight in gold," muttered Doa 
Lncas, rubbing his hands together with an air of satisfiustioii ; 
^ he could not have suited mr purpose better, if he had \mm 
^vpreasly made for it I** 



WOOI^ 



CHAPTER n 

TMB BMX X IMML OF LA. SMBSMAD^^ 

Tm liUle bay of Enaenada, thus confided to the rigli 
if Pep£ the Sleeper, was mysteriously shut m auiong tbf 
tl&BBj as if nature had dedgned it expressly for smugglers— 
especially those Spanish covUraibandUtas who carry on the 
trade with a cutlass in one hand and a carbine in the other. 

On account of its isolation, the post was not without danger, 
especially on a foggy November night, when the thick 
rapour supended in the ur not only rendered the sight aso 
less, but hindered the voice that might call for assistance 
from being heard to any distance. 

In the soldier who arrived upon this post, advandng with 
head erect and light elastic tread, no one could have recog- 
nized Pep6 the Sleeper — ^Pepe, habitually plunged in a pro- 
found state of somnolence — ^Pep£, of downcast mien and slow 
dragging gait — ^and yet it was he. His eyes, habitually half 
■hut, were now sparkling in their sockets, as if even th« 
slightest object could not escape him even in the darkness. 

Afler having carefully examined the ground around hk 
pott, and convinced himself that he. was entirely alone, he 
placed his lantern in such a position that its light was thrown 
along the road leading to the village. Then advancing some 
len or twelve paces in the direction of the water, he spread 
Ills cloak upon the ground, and lay down upon it — ^in sach an 
itUtude thaft ho could comn9aii«1 » view both of the road Anil 
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^Ah, my captain!" soliloquued the ooast-gaard, as h« 
trranged his cloak around bim to the best advantage, ^701 
are a very cunumg man, bat yon have too much faith in pee 
pie who are always asleep ; and devil take me ! if I dcmt 
believe that yon are interested in my sleeping most sonndljr 
9C this particular night. Well, quieh sabe f we shall see.^ 

For about the period of half an hour Pep6 remained alone 
'-^eliveiing himself up to his reflections, and in turns inter 
rogating with his glance the road and the bay. At the end 
of that time a footstep was heard in the loose sand ; and look- 
ing along the pathway, the sentinel perceived a dark form 
approaching the spot. In another moment the form came 
under the light of the lantern, and was easily recognized ai 
(hat of Don Lucas, the captain of the coast-guard. 

The officer appeared to be searching for something, but 
presently perceiving the recumbent sentinel, he paused in 
his steps. 

** Pep6 1^ cried he, in a low mincing voice. 

No reply came from Pepd, 

^ Pep£ !" repeated the captain, in a tone a little more ele- 
vated. 

Still no reply from the sentinel, who renudned obstinately 
silent. 

The captain, appearing to be satisfied, ceased calling the 
name, and sliortly after retraced his steps towards the vil- 
lage. In a few seconds his form was lost in the distance. 

•* Good !" said Pep6, as his superior officer passed out of 
Sght; "just as I expected. A moment ago I was fool 
enough to doubt it. Kow I am sure of it. Some smuggler 
b going to risk it to-night. Well, I shall manage badly if } 
don't come in for a windfall — ^though it be at the expense of , 
my captain." 

Saying t}iisp the sentiDe) with one bound roee erect vpof 
UaiMU 
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^^ Here I am no more Pep£ the Sleepei ^ ontinued li# 
•tretching himself to his fidl height. 

From this time his eyes were bent oontinnally upon thi 
ocean; but another half hour passed without anything 
strange showing itself upon the bosom of the water — ^noth 
lug to break tb^ white line of the horizon where sea and 
«ky appeared to be almost confounded together. Some dark 
clouds were floating in the heavens, now veiling and now 
suddenly uncovering the moon, that had just risen. The 
•flfect was fine ; the horizon ,f as one moment shining iike 
lilver, and the r.ext dark as funeral crape ; but through all 
hese changes no object appeared upon the water, to denote 
the presence of a human being. 

For a long while the coast-guard looked so intently 
through the darkness, that he began to see the sparks flying 
before bb eyes. Fatigued with this sustained attention, 
he at length shut his eyes altogether, and concentrated all 
his powers upon the organs of hearing. Just then a sound 
came sweeping over the water — so slight that it scarce 
reached him — but the next moment the land-breeze carried 
it away, ard it was heard no more. 

Fancying it had only been an illumon, he once more 
opened his eyes, but in the obscurity he could see nothing. 
Again he shut them closely and listened as before. This 
time he listened with more success. A sound regulariy 
oadenoed was heard. It was such as would be made by a 
pair of oars cautiously dipped, and was accompanied by a 
dull knocking as of the oars working in their thole-pins. 

^^ At last we shall see !" muttered Pep6, with a gasp of 
iatis&otion. 

A small black point, almoin imperceptible, appeared apon 
the horizon. Rapidly it increased in size, until it assomeu 
the form and dimensions of a boat with rovers in it, followed 
bj • bright strip of fiMUL, 
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Pep^ £nrew himself suddenly dpiat ventre^ in tcai that L« 
might be seen by those on the water ; but from the elevated 
position which he occupied, he was able to keep liis eye upon 
(he boat without losing sight of it for a single instant. 

Just then the noises ceased, and the oars were held out of 
water, motionless, like some sea-bird, with wings extended., 
dioosing a spot upon which to alight. In the next instant 
the rowing was resumed, and the boat headed directly tat 
the shore of the baj 

** Don't be afraid !'* muttered the coast-guard, affecting to 
apostrophise the rowers. *^ Don't be afraid, my good fellows 
— come along at your pleasure I»» 

The rowers, in truth did not appear to be at all apprehen- 
sive of danger ; and the next moment the keel of the boat 
was heard grinding upon the sand of the beach. 

** I^or Dios /" muttered the sentinel in a low voice ; " not 
a bale of goods ! It is possible after all, they are not smug- 
glers!" 

Three men were in the boat, who did not appear to take 
those precautions which smugglers would have done. They 
made no particular noise, but, on the other hand, they did« 
not observe any exact silence. Moreover their costume was 
not that ordinarily worn by the regular contrahandista. 

"Who the devil can they be?" asked Pep6 of himsell 

The coast-guard lay concealed behind some tuft« of 
withered grass that formed a border along the crest of th€ 
dope. Through these he could observe the movements of 
the three men in the boat. 

At an order fr jm the one who sat in the stem sheets, th« 
other two leaped ashore, as if with the design of recon 
Doitering the ground. He who issued the order, and who 
appeared to be the chief of the party, remiuned seated b 
the boat. 

Pep£ was for a moment undecided whether he slioald pe» 
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mit the t^o to pan him on the road ; bat the yriew of th« 
boat, IpH in charge of a aingle man, soon fixed his resold 
don. 

He kept Lis place, therefore, motionless as ever, scaroi 
allowing himself to breathe, nntil the two men arriTad 
below him, «&d only a few feet from the spot where he wis 
lying. 

Each wai; anned with a long Catalonian knife, and Pepi 
Mvid see tiiat the oostome which both wore was that of the 
Spanish privateers of the time — a sort of mixture of the nni- 
form of the royal navy of Spain, and that of the merdiant 
service ; but he conld not see their &ces, hid as they were 
ondcr the slouched Basque bonnet. 

All at once the two men halted. A piece of rock, detached 
by-the knees of the coast^gnard, had glided down the slope 
and fallen near their feet. 

^ Did you hear anything ?" hastily asked one. 

■*No;didyou?" 

^ I thought I heard something fiilling from above there,*' 
replied tLe first speaker; pointing upward to the spot where 
Pep^ was concealed. 

** Bdli 1 it was some mouse running into its hole.** 

** If this slope wasn't so infernally steep, I'd olimb mp and 
see," said the first. 

** I lell you we have nothing to fear," rejoined the second ; 
^ the niglit ii as black as a pot of pitch, and besides — ^tht 
yther^ hasn't lie assured us that he will answer for the man on 
guard, who sleeps all day long V* 

** Just for tliat reason he may not sleep at night. Remain 
here, I'll go round and climb up. Carramba / if I find this 
ileopy head," he added, holding out hb long knife, the blade 
of which glittered through the darkness, '*so much the 
worse — or, perhaps, so much the better for him — ^for I shaO 
•sad him where he may deep for oTe/,** 
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* Ma 4iablo$ /** thonght Pep6, <^ this fellow i& a philotc^ 
pherl By the holy virgin I am long enough here.'' 

And at this thought, he crept out of the folds of his oloak 
like a snake out of his skin, and leaving the garment whevf 
It lay, crawled rapidly away from the spot. 

Until he had got to a considerable distance, he was u 
oautious not to make any noise, that, to use a Spanish ezpre» 
■ion, the very ground iUetfdidnot know he was passing onm 
U. 

In this way he advanced, carbine in hand, until he was 
opposite the point where the boat rested against the beach, 
niere he stopped to recover his breath — ^at the same time 
fixing hb eye upon the individual that was alone. 

The latter appeared to be buried in a sombre reverie, 
motionless as a statue, and wrapped in an ample doak, which 
served both to conceal his person and protect him from the 
humidity of the atmosphere. His eyes were tm*ned toward 
the sea ; and for this reason he did not perceive the dark 
form of the carabinier approaching in the opposite direction. 

The latter advanced with stealthy tread — measui-ing the 
iistacoe with his eye— until at length he stood within a few 
paces of the boat. 

Just then the stranger made a movement as if to turn hii 
jbce towards the shore, when Pep6, like a tiger bounding 
upon its prey, launched himself forward to the side of the 
boat. 

^* It is I !" he exclaimed, bringing the muzzle of his oai 
bine on a level with the man's breast. ^^ Dont move or yet 
hre a dead man I" 

*^You, who?" asked the astonished stranger, his eyes 
sparkling with rage, and not even lowering their glano« 
before the threatening attitude of his enemy 

" Why me 1 Pep6— you kvow well enougn ? Pep6^ tiie 
MMperf" 



^^ Corses u])on him, if he has betrayed me I" muttered tht 
stranger, as if speaking to himself, 

" If you are speaking of Don Lucas Despieito,*' inter- 
rupted the carabinier, ^'I can assure you he is incapable of 
inch a thing; and if I am here it is because that he has best 
only too discreet, senor smuggler.** 

^* Smuggler I*' exdaimad the unknown, in & tone of proud 
disdain. 

"When I say smuggler,** replied Pep6, chuckling at hii 
own perspicuity, " it is only meant as a compliment, for you 
haven't an ounce of merchandise in your boat, unless indeed," 
continued he, pointing with his foot to a rope ladder, rolled 
up, and lying in the bottom, " unless that may be a sample ! 
Santa Virgen 1 a strange sample that !'* 

Face to face with the unknown, the coast-guard could now 
examine him at his leisure. 

He was a young man of about Pep6*s own age, twenty-five. 
His complexion had the hale tint of one who followed the set 
for a profession. Thick dark eyebrows were strongly deli- 
neated against a forehead bony and broad, and from a pair 
of large black eyes shone a sombre fire that denoted a man 
of implacable passions. His arched mouth was expressive of 
high disdain; and the wrinkles upon his cheeks, stro^glj 
marked notwithstanding his youth, at the slightest move^ 
ment, gave to his countenance an expression of arrogance 
amd scorn. In his eyes— in his whole bearing —you oould 
read that ambition or vengeance were the ruling passions of 
his soul. His fine black curling hair alone tempered the 
expression of severity that distinguished his physiognomy. 
With regard to his costume, it was simply that of an officer 
of the Spanish navy. 

A look that would have frightened mest men, told th€ 
impatience with which he ondored the examination of Um 
90Mt-gaard. 
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**An end to this pleasantry f he cried out, at length. 
^ What do you want, fellow ? Speak !" 

^ Ahl talk of our afiairs,*' answered Pep6, ^* that is josl 
what I desire. Well, in the first place, when those t^ro fel* 
lows of yours return with my cloak and lantern — which they 
Ife canning enough to make a seixure of— yon will give them 
fonr commands to keep at a distance. In this way we can 
talk without being interrupted. Otherwise, with a single 
shot of this carbine, which will stretch you out dead, I shall 
also give the alarm. What say yon ? Nothing ? Be it so. 
That answer will do for want of a better. I go on. Ton 
have given to my captain forty OfnssoA f continued the cai«* 
biuier, with a bold guess, making sure that he named 
enough. 

" Twenty," replied the stranger, without reflecting. 

" I would rather it had been forty,'* said Pep6. " WeU^ 
(me does not pay so high for the mere pleasure of a sentimen* 
ial promenade along the shore of the Ensenada. My inter- 
vention need be no obstmction to it — ^provided you pay for 
my neutrality.'* 

^ How ?" asked the unknown, evidently desirous of put- 
ting fui end to the scene. 

^* Oh, a mere bagatelle — ^you have given the captam fort| 
ti^zas." 

^Twenty, Itellyou.**, 

* I would rather it had been forty,** coolly repeated tke 
,4rabinier, " but say twenty, then. Now I don't wish to be 
indiseieet — he is a captain, I am nothing more than a poor 
private. I think it reasonable therefore, that I should have 
double what he has received.** 

At this extortionate demand the strange allowed a bitter 
»ath to escape him, but made no answer, 

" I know well,*' continued Pep6, "that I am asking too lit 
Nit. }f my captain has three times my pay, of ooone he bai 
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thre^ times leas need of money -than I, and therefore 1 
have the right to triple the sum he has received ; but as iiM 
times are hard, I hold to my original demand— forty onzas.* 

A terrible struggle betwixt pride ar.d apprehension ap* 
peared to be going on in the bosom of the stranger. Det* 
pite the coldness of the night the perspiration streamed over 
bis brow and down his cheeks. Some imperious necessity it 
was that had led him into this place — some strange mystery 
Jiere must be — since the necessity he was now under tamed 
down a spiiit that appeared untamable. The tone of jeering 
intrepidity which Pep6 held toward him caused him to feel 
the urgency of a compromise ; and at length plunging his hand 
into hb pocket he drew forth a purse, and presented it to the 
carabinier. 

^^ Take it and go !'' he cried, with impatience. 

Pep£ took the purse, and for a moment held it in his han^f 
M if he would first count its contents. 

^ Bah 1" he exclaimed, after a pause, ^ I'll risk it. I aooepi 
it for forty onzas. And now, sefLor stranger, I am dea^ dumb, 
and blind." 

^ I count upon it," coldly rejoined the unknown. 

•* By the life of my mother 1" replied Pep6, " since it's not 
an affidr of smuggling I don't mind to lend you a hand — ^for 
as a coast-guard, you see, I could not take part in anythmg 
X^ntraband — no, never I" 

"Very well, then," rejoined the stranger, with a bitter 
smile, "you may set your conscience at rest on that score 
Onard this boat till my return. I go to join my men 
Oniy whatever happens — whatever you may see — ^whatevei 
you may hear — be, as you have promised, deaf, dumb, and 
blind 

As he uttered these words the stranger sprang out of the 
boat« and took the road leadmg to the village. A turning in 
Ibe path toon kid him from the sight of the ooast-gnard. 
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Onoe left to himself Pep6, under the li^^t of the moon, 
loaiited out the glittering contents of the pTirse ^hioh he 
aad extorted from the stranger* 

^ If this jewel is not fidse,*' mnttered he to himself ^ ther 
I font care if the government never pays me. Meanwhile, 
I must begin to-morrow to cry llkd a poor devil aha«t thi 
kMkpay. That will hawe a good effe^ ■* 
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b b aoi known how long Pep6 remained at hia poil la 
await the return of the atrasger . when the cook was heard 
lo crow, and the anrora apj^eared in the eastern horiaon, the 
little bay of Ensenada waa completely deaerted. 

Then life began to appear in the village* The dark aha* 
i^WB of the fishermen were Sbeti npon the stair-like streeti 
desoendiog to the mole ; and the first beams of tiie morning 
St np their departure. le a few minutes the little flotilla 
was out of eight ; and at the doors of the cottages the womea 
and children only could be aeeo, appearing and disappearing 
at intervals. 

Among these wretched hovels of the village, there was 
one dwelling of greater pretenriona than the rest. It was 
that of the alcalde, Don Ramon Cohecho, of whom we hava 
already spoken. It alone still kept its doors and windows 
dosed against the morning light. 

It was fill] day, when a young man, wearing a high- 
orowned beaver hat — old, greasy and shining, like leather^ 
walked up to the door of the alcalde's mamdon. The limbs 
of this mdividual were scantily covered with a pair of pan 
taloona, so tightly fitting as to appear like a second skin to 
his legs, so short as scarce to touch his ankles, and of such 
thin stuff as to ill protect the wearer from the sharp air of a 
November morning. The upper half of this individual was 
tot visible. A little cloak,<>f i^wrse shaggy doih, known as 
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•o 09ckndn^f covered him up to the very eyes. In the man" 
%er in which he so carefully guarded the upper part of hif 
person with this pinched mantle, at the expense of his thighf 
and legs, an observer might have supposed that he was per 
<ectly coutcr t with his pantaloons. Appearances, however, 
ire often deceptive ; for in truth the ambition of this youth, 
irhese unsteady glance, miserable aspect, and a certain smeU 
of old papers about him, proclaimed to be un escnbano—lm 
every-day dream was, to have a pair of pantaloons entirely 
different from his own — ^in other words, a pair with long 
ample legs, of good wide waist, and made out of fine broad- 
cloth. Such a pair would render him the most satisfied man 
In the world. 

This young man was the rij^ht hand of the alcalde— hit 
name Gregorio Cagatinta. 

On reaching the door, he gave a modest knock with hii 
horn ink-bottle, which he carried hanging to his button. 
The door was opened by an old housekeeper. 

** Ah I it is you, Don Gregorio ?" cried the housekeeper, 
with that superb courtesy so peculiar to the Spaniards — ^that 
even two shoeblacks on meeting lavish upon each other the 
epithet Don^ at if each were a grand noble. 

** Yes, it is I, Dona Nicolasa," replied Gregorio. 

^^ Santisima Virgtn! — since it is you, then I must be 
late, and my master will be waiting for his pantaloons that 
ire not yet aired. Take a seat, Don Gregorio : he will soou 
i)e down.*' 

The chamber into which the notary's clerk had been intro 
duced would have been a large one, had it not been for the 
igingular conglomeration of objects with which it was more 
than half filled. Nets of all sizes, masts, yards, and rudden 
of boats, oara, sails of every kind — ^both square and lateen — 
woollen shirts worn by sailors or fishermen, and a variety of 
9(ber nuu'ioe objects, were placed peU meU H ^yerj oomef 
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of the loom. Notwithstanding, there was space enough lell 
to hold thi'ee or four chairs around a large oaken table, npoa 
which last stood a large cork ink-stand, with seyeral goose* 
quill pens; with some sheets of half dirty paper placed 
ostentatiously around it to awe the visitors, who might haf« 
imdness with the alcalde. 

The presence of this odd assortment of objects, it would 
haye been difficult for a stranger to explain — ^though there 
was no mystery about it. The &ot is, that besides his official 
diaracter as first magistrate, the alcalde had another r4le 
which he played, of rather an unofficial character. He was 
the pawnbroker of the place—that is, he lent oat money in 
small sums, charging a real for eyery dollar by the week — in 
other words, a simple interest of twenty per cent, by the 
month, or two hundred and fifty per cent, per annum I Bis 
clients being all fishermen, will account for the nautical cha- 
racter of the ^^ pledges" that filled the chamber of audience. 

Cagatinta scarce deigned to cast a look at this miscel* 
laneous collection of objects. Had there been a pair of pan« 
taloons among them, it might have been different ; for to say 
the truth; the probity of Don Gregorio was scarce firm 
enough to have resisted so strong a temptation as this would 
have been. The notary's clerk was not exactly of that stufl 
of which honest men are composed, Nature, eyen in its 
crimes, does not leap to grand villanies at once ; it proceeds 
from less to greater ; and Cagatina, though still but young 
was yet capable of a little bit of " cribbing." 

Don Ramon was not long in coming out of his sleeping 
loom. In a little while he showed his jovial face at the door 
of the audience chamber. 

He was a person of portly and robust figure ; and it wai 
Misily seen that one leg of his ample pantaloons would havs 
been sufficient to have made a pair for the thin limbs and 
Qiea^e body of the escribano. 
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^Pcr Diozl Senor alcalde," said the derk, after haying 
exchanged i^dth his superior a profusiou of matinal salat» 
lions, ^^ what a splendid pair of pantaloons you have on t" 

From the alcalde's answer, it was evident that this wai 
DOt the first time that Cagatinta had made the remark. 

** Ah ! Gregorio, amigo /" replied he, in a tone of gooc 
knmour, ^^you are growing tiresome with your repetitionit 
Patience, patience, senor escribano ! you know that for th« 
services you are to render me — ^I say nothing of those already 
rendered — I have promised yon my liver-coloured breeches, 
which have been only a very little used : you have only to 
gain them." 

^^ But what services are to gain them, seflor alcalde?*' 
inquired the clerk, in a despairing tone. 

" Eh — Dios ! — who knows what — patience, amigo I Some^ 
thing may turn up all at once, that will give you that advan- 
tage over me. But come ! let us to business— make out the 
deed of appropriation of the boat of that bad pay, Vicente 
Perez, who under pretence that he has six brats to feed, 
can't reimburse me the twenty dollars I have advanced 
him." 

Cagatinta drew out from his little portfolio a sheet of 
(Stamped paper, and sitting down by the table proceeded to 
execute the order of the magistrate. He was interrupted by 
A hurried knocking at the outer door — which had been closed 
ic prevent intimsion. 

*' Who dare knock in that &shion F" sharply inquired th» 
Alcalde. 

" Ave Maria purisima /'* cried a voice from without. 

^ Sin pecado concebida /" replied at the same time tht 
Iwo acolytes within. 

And upon this formila, Gregorio hastened vo the door, 
wid opened it. 

''^ What on earth can have brought you here at this houTi 
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Don Juan de Dios Cauelo ?" inquired the alcalde in a tone 
of giarprise, as the old steward of the Countess de Mediant 
appeared in the doorway, his bald forehead clouded with 
some profound chagrin. 

^ Ah, senor alcalde,'' replied the old man, ^ a terrible mis 
foitnne has happeni^i last night — ^a great crime has been eouh 
aiitted — ^the Countess has disappeared, and the young Couni 
along with her!" 

^' Are you sure of this?** shouted the alcalde. 

^ Alas — you will only have to go up into the balcony that 
overlooks the sea, and there you will see in what state the 
assassins have left the Countess's chamber.'' 

^^ Justice ! justice ! Senor alcalde I Send out your algna* 
idls over the whole country ; find the villains — ^hang them t" 

This voice came from a woman still outside in the street. 
It was the femme de chamJbre of the Countess, who, to show 
a devotion which she very little felt, judged it apropos to 
make a great outcry as she precipitated herself into the 
chamber of audience. 

**Ta-ta-ta, woman! how you go on I" interrupted the 
alcalde. " Do you think I have a crowd of alguasdls f You 
know very well that in this virtuous village there are only 
two ; and rjs these would starve if they didnt follow some 
trade besides their official one, they are both gone fishing 
hours ago." 

^' Ah, me !" cried the/6mm« de chambrey with a hypocrite 
wd whine, " my poor mistress I — ^who then is to help her f " 

^Patience, woman, patience !" said the alcalde. ^^DonH 
fear but that justice will be done." 

The chamber-maid did not appear to draw much hope 
from the assurance, but only redoubled her cries, her excited 
behaviour strongly contrasting with the quiet manner in 
which the faithful old steward exhibited tbo sonority of hii 
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Meanwhile % crowd of women, old men, aiid children, 
Aad gathered around the alcalde's door, and by HtUe and 
tittle, were mvading the sanctuary of the audience chambei 
itself 

Don Ramon advanced towards Cagatinta, who was ntk 
faing his hands under his esdamnOy charmed at the idea ol 
(he quantity of stamped paper he would now have an oppor 
Uuity to blacken. 

^* Now,t friend Gregorio,** said the alcalde, in a low voioe^ 
'* the time has come, when, if you are sharp, you may gain 
the liver-coloured breeches.'' 

He said no more ; but it was evident that the escribasiO 
understood him, at least, to a certain extent. The latter 
turned pale with joy, and kept his eye fixed upon every 
movement of his patron, determined to seise the first oppor^ 
tunity that presented itself of winning the breeches. 

The alcalde reseated himself in his great leathern chanr ; 
and commanding silence with a wave of his hand, addressed 
his auditory in a long and pompous speech, witii that proAise 
grandiloquence of which the Spanish language is so capable. 

The substance of his speech was as follows : 

" My children ! We have jp^ heard from this respectabh 
mdividual, Don Juan de Dies Canelo, that a great crime has 
last night been committed; the fiiil knowledge of this villany 
cannot fail to arrive at the ears of justice, from which nothing 
can be kept hid. Not the less are we to thank Don Joar 
for his official communication; it only remains for him ti 
complete the accusation by giving the names of the guiltj 
persons." 

" But, senor alcalde," interrupted the steward, "I do no! 
know tbem, although, as you say, my communication may t>e 
lyfiicial — ^I can only say that I will do aU in my power to assist 
b finding them." 

'*Tou understand my children," cctiUnued the aloaidi^ 



widiotit tsikitig notice of what the stewatd h^d said, ^ th« 
worthy Canelo by his official communication asks for th« 
pimisbment of the guilty persons. Justice will not be deaf to 
Us appeal. I may now be permitted however to speak \a 
fou of my own little afi^rs, before abandoning myself to tiiA 
j^i'eat grief which the disappearance of the Countess and tli# 
/oung Count has caused me." 

Here the alcalde made a sign to Cagatinta, whose wliol« 
fiMulties were keenly bent to discover what service wai 
expected from him, by which he was to gain the djeot of 
his ambition — the liver-colonred breeches. 

The alcalde continued : — 

*^ Tou all know, my children, of my attachment to the 
fiunily of Mediana. Tou can judge, then, of the grief which 
this news has given me — ^news the more incomprehennble, 
smce one neither knows by whom, or for what reason such a 
crime should be committed* Alas, my children! I lose a 
powerful protector in the Coimtess de Mediana ; and in me 
the heail of the old and £uthful servant is pierced with 
anguish, while as a man of business I am equally a sufferer. 
Yes, my children I In the deceitful security, which I fell 
DO later than yesterday, I was up to the chateau, and had 
an impoitant interview with the Countess in regard to my 
rents." 

** To ask time for their payment," Cagatinta would hav€ 
lidded, for- the clerk was perfectly acquainted with the 
doalde's affairs. But Don Ramon did not allow him aa 
JM^portunity of committing this enormous indiscretion, which 
nould forever have deprived him of the promised breedies. 

*' Patience, worthy Cagatinta !" he ezclumed hastily, so 
as to prevent the other from speaking, ^^ constrain this thint 
fo7 jotice that consumes you I — Yes, my children !" he con 
tinned, turning to his auditory, ^^ in consequence of this feel 
ing of security, which I have now cause to rfgret, I placed ii 
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*e hauds oi the unfortunate Countess** — ^here the Toioo of 
Don Ramon quivered — " a sum equivalent td ten years of 
•yay rents in advanceJ** 

At this unexpected declaration, Cagatinta bounded from 
hiB chair as if stung by a wasp ; and the blood ran cold in hii 
veins when he perceived the grand blunder he had been so 
near committing. 

"lou will understand, then, my children, the tenible 
mtuation in which this disappearance of the Countess hai 
placed me, when I tell you that I took no receipt from t/i4 
lady^ but this very morning was to have gone up for it.*» 

This revelation produced a profound sensation among the 
auditory; and though perhaps not one of them really 
believed the story, no one dared to give utterance to hit 
bicredulity. 

" Fortunately,'* continued the alcalde, *' the word 5f per 
son« worthy of credit may yet repair the mistake I have com- 
mitted — fortunately there were witnesses of the payment." 

Here Cagatinta — ^who like water that had been a long 
time dammed up and had now found vent — stretched out 
both his ai-ms, and in a loud voice cried out: 

" I can swear to it I" 

^* He can swear to it," said the alcalde. 

*'*' He can swear to it,'* mechanically lepeated one or tiFO 
>f the bystanders. 

** Yes, my friends !" solemnly addbd Cagatmia. ** I swe&i 
Vo it now, and should have mentioned the matter sooner, bul 
i was prevented by a little uncertainty. I had an idea that 
It was fifteen years of rent, instead of ten^ that I saw the 
ijcalde hand over to the unfortunate Dona Luisa." 

*' No, my worthy friend," interrupted the alcalde in a tont 
of moderation, likely to produce an effect upon his auditory. 
^ It was only ten years of rent, which your valuable testimoiii 
will hinder me from losing.*^ 



S4 IHB VfOOD'RJLSQEBM. 

** TTcs, sefior alcalde," icplied the wily scribe, ilfltorniaiel 
At all hazards* to deserve the liver-coloured broecheSi •*! 
know it was ten yeara in advance, but tluiro were also th€ 
two ycai*s of back rent which you paid — ^two years of arrean 
and ten in advance — twelve yeai*a in alL JPor DiosI a latfa 
Bum it would be to have lost !" 

And with this reflection Cagatinta sat down again fimoj 
Oig, no doubt, that he had fairly won the breeches. 

We shaU not detail what further passed during tlio scon% 
in the alcalde's chamber of audience — where justice was 
practised as in the times of Gil Bias— long before and long 
after Gil Bias — for it is not very dilTerent in a Spanish law 
court at the hour in which we are writing. 

Enough to say that the scene concluded, most of the 
dramatis personjB, with the alcalde at their head, proceeded 
to the chateau, to inspect the chamber, and if possible find 
oat some clue to the mysterious disappearanoe of the Coon 
iesB. 



CHAFTER IV. 

THS FOBSAKSN CHAHBSB. 

On arrivbg at the chateau, the alcalde ordered the doot 
of the Coimtess's chamber to be burst in — ^for it was stiO 
bolted inside. On entering the apartment a picture of con- 
fiidon was presented. Drawers empty, others dra^m out^ 
but only half sacked of their contents. 

All this did not indicate precisely that there had been any 
violence. A voluntary but hurried departure on the part o.* 
the Countess might have left just such traces as were dis* 
eovdred. The bed was still ui4isiurbed, as if she bad m*! 
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km flown ui)on it. This fact appeared to mdicate a fcr«* 
knowledge, on the part of the lady, of what was to happen 
*-as if she had had the intention of going o% bnt had madi 
no preparation until the moment of departure. The fumi- 
iore was all m its place — ^the window curtains and those of 
Uie alcove, had not been disarranged, and no traces of a 
struggle were to be discerned within the chamber, which 
contained many light fragile objects of furniture that could 
not feil to have been destroyed by the slightest violence. 

The fetid odour of an oil-lamp filled the apartment despite 
Uie cold air that came in through the open window. It 
was evident, therefore, that this lamp had been left alight, 
and had continued to bum until the oil had become 
exhausted. 

It could not be a robbery either. A thousand ailiclei 
of value, likely enough to liave tempted the cupidity of 
robbers, were left behind both on the tables and in thu 
drawers 

The conclusion then was that neither assassination nor 
burglary had taken place. 

Notwithstanding all these deceptive appearances, the old 
steward shook his head doubtftilly. The signs were suffi- 
eient to bafile his reason, which was none of the strongest, 
but the faithful servant could not bring himself to believe 
U>at his noble mistress would take flight in a manner so 
IFlraordinarj*— his good sense revolted at the thought. In 
k]4 belief some crime had been committed, but how was it 
U> be explained — since the assassin had left no traces of his 
g'.iilt F The devoted Don Juan looked with a sad eye upon 
that desolate chamber — ^upon the dresses of his belov«4 mis- 
tress scattered over the floor ; upon the cradle of the young 
Count, where he had so lately slept, rosy and smiling, under 
the vigil of his mother. 

Suddenly struck with in idea, the steward advanoed 



16 TRB W00T>-R4N<^SAI. 

towards tho iron balcony tl.at fronted upon the 4e»*tliil 
where the window had been found open. With inqturing 
eye he logked to the ground below, which was neither mor« 
nor less than the bead, of the sea itsel£ It was at no greal 
deptb below ; and he could easily have seen from the bal- 
cony any traces that might have been there. But thert 
were none. Tho tide had been in and out again. No traot 
^as left on the sand or pebbles that had the slightest signi- 
fication in regard to the mysteriousL event. The wind sighed, 
the waves munnured as always; but amid the voices of 
nature none raised itself to proclaim the guilty. 

On the fair horizon only were descried the white sails of 
a ship, gradually passing outwards and fading away into tie 
azure of the sea. 

While the old steward watched the disappearance of the 
ship with a soit of dreamy regard, he sent up a silent prayer 
that his mistress might still be safe. The others, with the 
exception of the alcalde and his clerk, stood listening to the 
mournful howling of the wind against the clifEs, which seemed 
Alternately to weep and sigh as if lamenting the sad event 
that had just transpired. 

As regards the alcalde and his assistant, they were under 
the same conviction as Don Juan — both believing that a 
crime had been committed — though they did not care to 
avow their belief, for reasons known to themselves. The 
absence of any striking evidence that might lead to the d\^ 
covery of the delinquents, but more especially the difficulty 
of finding some interested individual able to pay the expenses 
of justice (the principal object of criminal prosecutions in 
Spain), damped the zeal of Don Ramon and the scribe. 
Both were satisfied to leave things as they stood — the one 
contented with having gained the recompense so much 
coveted — the other ^ ith the twelve years of rents irhich he 
Mtsure of gaining. 
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•* Volga me Dios I my children," said the alcalde, turning 
toward tJie witnesses, " I cannot explain what fancy the 
Countess may have had in going out by the ^^-indow — foi 
the door oi the chamber, bolted inside, leaves no rx>ra to 
doubt that she went that way. Some woman's caprioei 
perhaps, which justice has no business to meddle with.'' 

"Verhaps it was to escape from giving the alcalde hit 
receipt," suggested one of the bystanders to another, in an 
ondertone of voice. 

*' But how, Don Juan," continued the magistrate, address- 
Ing himself to the old steward, " how did you know of the 
Countess's disappearance, since you could not get into the 
room ?" 

''That is simple enough," replied the old man. "At the 
horn* in which the chamber-maid is accustomed to present 
herself before the scnora, she knocked as usual at the door. 
No answer was given. She knocked louder, and still 
received no answer. Growmg anxious, she came to me to 
tell me. I went to the door myself, first knocked and then 
called ; aad receiving no reply, I ran round to the garden 
and got the ladder. This I placed against the balcony, and 
mounted up in order to see through the window. On reach' 
ing the window I found it open, and the chamber in the con« 
dition you now see it." 

When the steward had finished this declaration, Cagatintt 
whispered some words in the ear of the alcalde ; but the 
'Alter only replied by a shfike of the shoulders, and an 
expression of disdainful incredulity. 

" Who knows ?" answered the scribe in reply to this dumb 
show. 

"It might be," muttered Don Ramon, "we shall set 
presently." 

"I persist, gentlemen," continued the alcalde, "in my 
belief that tb.e Countess has gone out by tbo window ; and 
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howerer aingular it may appear, I believe the lady ii fret U 
her lanr.y to go out as she pleases — even thongh it oe by a 
window." 

CagatiLta, and some others, complimented, with a laugh, 
this little bit of magisterial facetiousness. 

"But, senor alcalde," spoke out Don Juan, disgusted 
rith thip ill-timed pleasantry, " a proof that there has been 
t forced entry into the chamber is this broken glass of the 
^'indow, of which you see some pieces stUl lying on the 
balcony.*' 

"This old fooV muttered the alcalde to himself, "is not 
going to let me have any breakfast. By this time every. 

tiling will be cold, and Nicolasa What do these bits of 

glass prove ?" he continued, raising his voice ; " don't you 
think that the breeze which was blowing roughly last night 
might have caused this ? The window was hanging open, 
and the wind clashing it violently against the frame, would 
readily cause the breaking of a pane ?" 

" But why is it," answered Don Juan, " that the broken 
pane is precisely the one adjacent to the fastening f It must 
hlKre been knocked out to get the window open." 

*' Garramba I Senor Don Juan de Dios I" cried the alcalde, 
b a peevish tone — at the same time biting his gold-headed 
cane, the emblem of his office—" Is it you or I who have 
here the right to ask questions? Carrait it appears to 
me that you make me cut a strange figure I" 

Here Cagatinta interposed with a modest air— 

** I shall answer our friend Canelo, if you permit me. If 
the window was opened with the design he has stated, it 
must of com-se have been done from the outside. Tlie 
picce-s of glass then would have fallen into the chamber ; 
but such is not the case — ^there tliey lie < n the balcony ! It 
has been the wind therefore, as his honor the alcalde ha4 
reasonably stated, that has done this budness. Unleia 
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hdeody'' added he, with a feigned smile, ^'scme trunk laf 
ried incaatioudy past the vrindow might have struck one ol 
the squares. This may have been — since it appcai-s th« 
Countess intends a prolonged absence, judging from tht 
effects — taken with her, as testified by the empty drawers." 

The old steward lowered his head at this proof, whick 
seemed completely to fidsify his assertion. Ue did not hear 
the last observation of Cagatinta, who was cogitating 
whether he ought not to exact from the alcalde something 
more than the liver-coloured breeches, as a recompense of 
this new service he had done him. 

While the &ithful Don Juan was busy with painful refieo- 
tions that threw their shadows upon his bald forehead, the 
alcalde approached and addressed him in a voice so low ^ 
not to be heard by the others. 

*' I have been a little sharp with you, Don Juan — I have 
not sufficiently taken into account the grief, which you as a 
loyal servant must feel under such an unexpected stroke. 
But tell me ! independent of the chagiin which this affair has 
caused you, are you not also affected by some fears about 
your own future P You are old — ^weak in consequence — ^and 
without resources ?** 

*^ It is just because I am old, and know that I lave not 
long to live, that I am so little affected. My grie^ how- 
ever," added he with an air of pride, " is pure and free froi^ 
all selfishnesa The generosity of Coimt de Mediana has lef 
mo enough to pass the remainder of my days m tranqiiillity 
But I should pass them all the more happily jf I could ml} 
lee avenged the lady of my old master." 

" I approve of your sentiments, Senor Don Juan I you are 
doubly estimable on account of } our sorrow, and as to your 

Bavinga 'Notary! Seilor Cagatinta I" cried the alcalde, 

suddenly raisiug his voice so as to bo heard by all present, 
^ Make out a proci% verbal- -that the Senor Den Joan Diet 
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Canelo, here present, will become prosecutor in this case 
It cannot bo doubted that a crime has been committed ; and 
it is a duty we owe to ourselves as well as to this respectabk 
man, to seek out and punish the authors of it." 

**But, sefior alcalde!" interposed the steward, perfectly 
Itnpefied \vith this unexpected declaration, " I did not say— 
I have no intention to become proaecutory 

•'Take care, old man I" cried Don Ramon, in a solemn 
tone ; " if you deny what you have already confided to me, 
grievous charges may be brought against you. As friend 
Cagatinta has just this minute observed to me, the ladder by 
wliich you scaled the balcony might prove sinister designs. 
But I know you are incapable of such. Rest contented, then, 
at being *he accuser in place of the accused. Come, gentle- 
men! our duty calls us outside. Perhaps underneath the 
balcony we may find some traces of this most mysterious 
matter." 

So saying, the alcalde left the chamber, followed by th« 
crowd. 

Poor Don Juan found himself thus unexpectedly between 
two horns of a dilemma, the result in either case being the 
same — that is, the spoliation of the little pecadiMo he had put 
away against old age. He shook his head, and with a sub- 
lime resignation accepted the voice of iniquity for that of 
God— consoling himself witU the reflection, that this last 
•aorificf- might be of some service to the family whose bread 
he had so long eaten. 

No trace was found under the balcony. As already stated, 
the waves must have obliterated any footmarks or other 
vestiges that may have been left. 

It was believed for awhile that an important capture had 
been made, in the pei*son of a man found lying in a crevice 
among the rocks. This proved to be Pep6 the Sleeper. Sud- 
denly aroused, the coast-guard was asked if he had seen of 
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bttArd anything? No, was the reply, notluog. Bit Pep4 
remembered his full pockets; and fearing that the alcrU 1^ 
might take a fancy to search him, saw that som^B nute was 
necessary to put an end to the scene. This he succeeded ix 
dying, by begging the alcalde for a real to buy bread with I 

What was to bo done with this droll fellow ? The alcalde 
felt no inclination to question him farther, but left, liim to go 
to sleep again and sleep as xong as he pleased* 

Any further investigation appeared to Don Ramon to b* 
useless — at least until some order might be received from 
higher quarters — ^besides it would be necessary to graduat« 
the expenses of justice to the means of the prosecutor ; a,nd 
with this reflection, the alcalde went home to his break 

In the evening ot this eventful day for the villiige o{ 
Elanchovi — when the twilight had fallen upon the water — 
two persons might have been seen wandering along thu 
beach, but evidently desirous of shunning one another. Both 
appeared in grief, though their sorrows sprang from a verj 
different cause. 

One was the poor old steward, who, while heaving a sigh 
At the thought that his worldly store was about to be 
absorbed in the inexorable gulf of justice, at the samo time 
iearched for some trace of his lost mistress, praying for hoi 
and her child, and calling upon God to take them under hif 
protectioa 

The other pensive wanderer was Cagatint^ of whom thft 
ftlcalde had again taken the advantage. Profiting by tht 
confidence of the scribe, Don Ramon had induced the latter 
to commit his oath to stamped paper ; and then instead of 
the liver-coloured breeches had offered him an old hat in 
remuneration. This Cagatinta had indignantly "refused. 

He was now lamenting his vanished dreams of ambition^ 
Us nlly ooiifidenoe, and the immorality of false oath»— «ii^ 
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paid /or. N'eTertheless, he was meditating wheltier it woijil 
ODt l>o more prudent to accept the old hat in lien of the liTi^ 
uAanrff^ Wreeobea, alas I 00 well earned I 



CnAPTER V. 

PBP£'8 BXYAIIOHX. 

Whbn Pep6 the Sleeper had made himself master of the 

Kcret of Captadn Despierto— which he had found of suoh 
profitable service — he was not aware that the captain had 
held back another. Nevertheless, the coast-guard felt some 
kind of remorse of conscience — though he had as yet no idea 
of the teriible consequences that had resulted. His remorse 
was simply that he had betrayed his post of sentinel ; and he 
determined that he would make up for it by a more zealous 
performance of duty whenever an opportunity should ofifer. 
To bring about this contingency, he went on the very next 
ni^ht, and requested to be once more placed on the post of 
Ensenada. 

His wish was gratified ; and while Don Lucas believed hua 
tfeleei: as usual, Pep6 kept wide awake, as on the preceding 
xnght. 

We shall leave him at his post, while we recount what was 
takmg place off" the coast not far from the Ensenada. 

The night was as foggy as that which preceded Jt, when 
about the hour of t«n o'clock a coaster was observed gliding 
in towards the cliffs, and entering among a labyrinth of rockt 
tliat lay near the mouth of the bay. 

Th;3 vessel appeared well guided and w<»Il saii^sd Th# 
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ilispe of her hull, her rigging, her sails, denoted her to be • 
•hi|>of-war, or at the least a privateer. 

The boldness with which she manoBuvred, in tho middle of 
the darkness, told that her pilot must be some one wdl 
acquainted with this dangerous coast ; and also that her oom 
mander had an understanding with some people on ti* 
shore. 

The sea dashed with fury against both sides of the NKkj 
itrait, through which the coaster wbs makuig her wty, but 
still she glided safely on. This strait once cleared, a larg« 
bay opened before her, in which the sea was more caFm, and 
rippled gently up against a beach of sand and pebble. 

Tlie coaster at length succeeded in gaining this bi»y ; and 
then by a manoeuvre directed by the officer of the wa«ch she 
hove-to with a celerity that denoted a numerous crew 

Two boats were let down upon the water^ and, being 
Instantly filled with men, were rowed oflf in the directicu of 
the upper end of the bay, where some houses, which could 
be distinguished by their whiteness, stood scattered along the 
b^iach. 

To end the mystery, let us say that the little coaster was a 
French vessel — ^half-privateer h^ smuggler — and had entered 
the buy with a double design — ^the disposhig of merchandize 
and the procuring of provisions, of which the crew began to 
Ktand in need. Further we shall add, that tho pilot wai: a 
skilful fisherman of Elanchovi, furnished by Don Lucas Do* 
piei-to, captain of the coast-guard I 

The officer of the watch silently walked the deck — ^now 
listening to the waves surging against the sides of the little 
resael — ^uow stooping a moment over the light of the binnacle 
— anon watching the sails that flapped loosely upon the 
yards, now turned contrary to the direction of the wind. 

An hour had been passed in this manner, when a brisk 
fusillade was heard froxs ae^erai points on the shore Othei 
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roportfl of ^ufc^ketry appeared to respond and ■hortly vAm 
tiio two boats caine hastening back to the ooaster. 

It was Pep6 who had caused all this; Pep6, who, to th« 
great chagrin of his captain, had given warning to the ooastr 
guards. Ue had been too late, notwithstandmg his zeal, fo/ 
the boats came back laden with sheep and other provittoni 
of every sort. 

The last of the men who olinil)e<l ovpr the gangway — jml 
as the boats weie being hoisted up— was a sailor of gigantic 
neight, of colossal proportions, and Herculean vigour. He was 
a Canadian by birth. He carried in his ai-ms a young child 
that was cold and motionless, as if dead. A slight trembling 
m its limbs, however, proclaimed that there was still life in it, 

•*Wliat the deuce have you got tliere, / ois Rose?*' 
^tuiianded the officer of the watch. 

••With your leave, lieutenant, it's a youtg cnilJ that 
h\md in a boat adrift, half dead with hunger and cold. A 
woman, quite deiid, and bathed in her own blood, still held 
it in hc.^ grniv. T iiad all th«* trouble in the world to get the 
boat away from the place where I found it, for those dogs 
of Spaniards espied it, and took it for one of ours. There 
was a terrible devil of a coast-guard kept all the while firing 
at me with as much obstinacy as awkwardness. I should 
have silenced him with a single shot, had I not been hindered 
in looking after this poor little creature. But if ever I returg 
«— ah 1» 

" And what do you intend to do with the child ?" 

^ Take care of it lieutenant, until peace be prooUumed ] 
(hen return here and find out whom it belongs to." 

Unfortunatdy the only knowledge he was able to ettam 
about the infant was its name, Fabian, and that the woman 
who had been assassinated was its mother. * * 

Two years passed durmg which the French privateer did 
aot return to the coast of Soain. The tenderness of the 
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s»;Vor towards tliO child he tad picked up— whioa wm d« 
oliibr than the young Count Fabian do Mediana— did noi 
cease for an instant, but seemed rather to increase with time 
£v was a singular and touching spectacle to witness the care, 
ilniost motherly, which this rude nurse lavished upon the 
child, and the constant ruses to which he had recourse to 
procure a supplement to his rations for its nourishment. 
I'he sailor had to fight for his own livuig; but he often 
bdulged in dreams that some day a rich prize would be cap- 
tured, his share of which would enable him to take bettei 
care o^ his adopted son. Unfortunately he did not take into 
his calculations the peiilous hazards of the life he wai 
leading. 

One morning the privateer was compelled to nm from an 
English brig of war of nearly t^vice her force ; and although 
B swift sailer, the French vessel soon found that she could 
!iot escape from her pursuer. She disdained to refuse 
the combat, and the two vessels conunenced caimonading 
each other. 

For several hours a sanguinary conflict was kept up, when 
the Canadian 8ailor,«.dashed with blood, and blackened with 
powder, ran towards the child and lifting it in his arms, car« 
ried it to the gangway. There, in the midst of the tumult, 
with blood running over the decks, amidst the confusion of 
^ries and the crash of &lling masts, he wished to engi-ave oq 
Ihe child's memory the circumstance of a separation, of 
nrhioh he had a strong presentiment. In this moment, which 
iLould leave even upon the memory of an infant, a souvenir 
«hat would never be effaced, he called J>ut to the child, while 
•hiekling it with his huge body . * 

" Kneel, my son 1" 

Tlie (jhild knelt, trembling with affrigiit. 

"You see what is going on?" 

^I «n afiaid," murmured Fabian, ^i}it )>lood-»4h€ 



noiie— ** ftud aaying Uik he hid himself in itt ttnus of hit ^tfo 

lector. 

"It is well,** replied the Canadian, in & solemn tore 
^ Never forget, then, that in this niomcut, a sailor, a man wh^ 
loved you as his own life, said to yon^-kneel and pray fm 
four mother-'^— ^^ 

He was not permitted to finish vho speech. At that mo* 
ment a bullet struck him and his blood spouting over the 
child, caused it to utter a lamentable cry. The Canadian had 
just strength left to press the boy to his breast, and to add 
0ome words ; but in so low a tone that Fabian could only com 
prehend a single phrase. It was the continuation of what he 
had been saying — " Your mother — whom I found — ilead 
beside you?* 

With this speech ended the consciousness of the sailor. 
He was not dead, however ; his wound did not prove fatal. 

When he came to his senses again he found himself in the 
fttid hold of a ship, A terrible thirst devoured him. He 
called out in a feeble voice, but no one answered him. He 
perceived that he was a prisoner, and he wept for the loss of 
his liberty, but still more for that of the adopted son that 
Providence had given him. 

Wliat became of Fabian f That the history of the 
**WGod Rangers" will tell us; but before crossing froiD 
the prologue of our drama — before crossing from Europe Xa* 
America — a few events connected with the tragedy of Elaa 
chovi remain to be told. 

It was several days after the disappearance of the Counless, 
before anything was known of her fate. Then some fisher- 
men found the abandoned boat driven up among the rocks 
and dtill containing tlio body of the unfoilunate lady. Tina 
was rjome light thrown upon the horrid mystery; but Ui« 
^ause of the assassination long lemained unknown, and tin 
author of.it long unpunished. 
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The olil fltcward Ucd blaok orapo upon ihe ranei oi lh« 
ohatoaa^ and erected a wooden crom on the spot where the 
body of liis beloved mistress had been found ; but, as every* 
thing in this human world soon wears out, the sea-breeze had 
1 >t browned the black crape, nor the waves turned green the 
tood of the cross, before the tragio event ceased to cause 
file slightest emotion in the village— aye, even ceased to be 
talked oC 



CHAPTER ▼!. 

SOirOKA. 

SoKOSA, naturally one of the richest provinces of Mexico 
is also one of the least known. Vast tracts in this State 
have never been explored ; and others have been seen only 
by the passing traveller. Nevertheless, Nature has been 
especially bountiful to this remote territory. In some parts 
of it the soil, scarce scratched by the plough, will yield twt 
crops in the year ; while in other places gold is aoattered 
over the surface, or mixed with the sands, in sueh quantity 
as to rival the placers of California. 

ft is truo that these advantages are, to some extent neu 
iralizcd by certain inconveniences. Vast deserts extend 
between the tracts of fertile soil, which render travellmg 
from one to the other both difficult and dangerous ; and, in 
many parts of the province the savage aborigines of the 
sountry kre still masters of the ground. This is espe- 
cially the '/ase in those districts where the gold is found ui 
l/lacera. 

Those placers are not to be approached by white men^ 
uriens when in strong force. The Indians repel all such ad 
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?anc6S with warlike fury. Not that they care to^rotoot Um 
gold — of whose value tli.y have been hitherto ignorant — but 
simply from their hereditar} hatred of the white race. Na 
vertheless, attempts are frequently made to reach the desired 
gold fields. Some that result in complete failure, ani tomt 
that are more or less successful. 

The natural riches of Sonora have ^ven rise to very oo» 
siderable fortunes, and not a few v«ry kirgo ones, of whidi 
the origin was the finding a "nugget" of virgin gold; whfle 
others again had for their basis the cultivation of the rich 
crops which the fertile soil of Sonora can produce. 

There is a class of persons in Sonora, who follow no othei 
business than searching for gold placers or silver mines, and 
whose only knowledge consists of a little practical acquaint^ 
ance with metallurgy. These men are called gambtiainoa. 
From time to time they make long excursions into the unin- 
habited portions of the State ; where, under gi*eat privations, 
and exposed to a thousand dangers, they hastily and very 
superficially work some vein of silver, or wash the auriferous 
sands of some desert-stream, until, tracked and pursued by 
the Indians, thej are compelled to retuin to their villages. 
Here they find an audience delighted to listen to their adven- 
tures, and to believe the exaggerated accounts which thev 
«i*e certain to give of marvellous treasures lying upon the 
sur&ce of the ground, but not to be approached on account 
of some great danger, Indian or otherwise, by which they art 
guarded. 

These ganibuainos are to mining industry, what the back- 
woodsmen are to agriculture %nd commerce. They are itii 
pioneers. Avarice stimulated oy their wonderful stories, and 
often too by the sight of real treasure brought in from the 
desert — foi* the expeditions of the gambusinos do uotal^fayt 
prove failures — avarice thus iempted, is ready to listen to 
tie voice of some adventurous leader, who preaches a ci-usadf 



of eonqnest and exploration. In Sonora, as elsewhere^ then 
are always an abundance of idle men to form the material ol 
an expedition — the sons of ruined Hiniilies — men wlio dislike 
hard work, or indeed any work — atid others who have somo- 
^ow got outside the pale of justice. These join the leader 
and an expedition is organized. 

In general, however, enterprbes of this kind are too lightly 
entered upon, as well as too loosely conducted; and the 
44sual consequence is, that before accomplisliing its object the 
band falls to pieces ; many become victims to hunger, thirst, 
or Lidian hostility; and of those i/ho went forth only 
a few individuals return to tell the talo of suffering and dis- 
aster. 

This example will, for a while, damp the ardor for such 
pursuits. But the disaster is soon forgotten ; fresh stories ol 
the gambusinos produce new dreams of wealth; and another 
band of adventurers is easily collected. 

At the time of which I am writing — that is, in 1830— just 
twenty-two years after the tragedy of Elanchovi, one o^ 
these expeditions was being organized at Arispe — then irm 
capital of the State of Sonora. The man who was to be the 
leader of the expedition was not a native of Mexico, but a 
stranger. lie was a Spainiard who had arrived in Sonera but 
two months before, and who was known by the name, Don 
Estevan de Arechizai 

No one in Arispe remembered ever to have seen him ; and 
jre* he appeared to have been in the country before this time. 
>Ii8 knowledge of its topography, as well as its affairs and 
political personages, was so positive and complete, as to make 
H evident that Sonora was no stranger to him ,• and the plan 
of his expedition appeared to have been conceived and 
arranged beforehand — even previous to his arrival from 
Burope. 

fifdjoni donbti Don Estevan was master of considerable 
a 
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MionroM. He bad his train of paid fbUowen, kept opei 
hoiiaey made large beta at the mante table, lent money to 
^ends without appearing to ciiro wlicther it should ever be 
returned, and played "grand Seigneur" to perfection. No 
one knew from what aouroo he drew the means to earry on 
Mch a " war.'* 

Now and then he was known to absent himself from 
Arispo for a week or ten days at a time. lie was absent 
on some journey ; but no one could toll to what part of the 
country these journeys were made-— for his well-trained ser- 
▼ants never said a word about the movements of their mas- 
ter. 

Wlioever he might be, his courteous manner d /'iSir/xi- 
piol^ his generosity, and his fine free table, soon gave him a 
powciful influence in the social world of Arispe ; and by this 
influence he was now organizing an expedition, to penetrate 
to a part of the country which it was supposed no white man 
had ever yet visited. 

As Don Estevan almost always lost at play, and as he also 
neglected to reclaim the sums of money which he so liberally 
lent to his acquaintances, it began to be conjectured that he 
possessed not far from Arispe some rich placer of gold from 
which he drew his resources. The jfcriodical journeys which 
ho made gave colour to this conjecture. 

It vi'as also suspected that he knew of some placet — still 
8>ore rich — ^in the country into which he was about to lead 
kis expedition. What truth there was in the suspicion we 
shall presently see. 

It will easily be understood that ^ath such a reputation, 
Don Estevan would have very little difficulty in collecting 
his band of adventurers. Indeed it was said, that already 
more than fifly detennined men from all parts of Sonora had 
issembled at the Presidio of Tfthac on the Indian frontier 
—the place appointi^d for the rentleuvons of the ezpeditioa 
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It WM farther affirmed that in a few days Don Eotovai 
himself would leave Arispc to place kinisoli* at tbeil 
bead. 

This rumour, hitherto only conjecture, proved to be clt- 
rect{ for at one of the dinners given by the hospitabk 
g^Hiiiiard, he announced to his guests that in three days 1m 
intended to start for Tubac. 

Daring the progress of tliis same dbmer, a messesger was 
introduced into the dining-room, who handed to Don £ste^ an 
a letter, an answer to which he awaited. 

The Spaniard, begging of his guests to excuse him for a 
moment, broke the seal and read the letter. 

As there was a certain mystery about the habits of their 
convivial host, the guests were silent for awhile—all watch^ 
ing his movements and the play of his features ; but the 
impassible countenance of Don Estevan did not betray a sin« 
gle emotion that was passing his mind, even to the most 
acute observer around the table. In truth he was & man who 
well knew how to dissemble his thoughts, and perhap« on^ 
that very occasion, more than any other, he requued all his 
■elf-command. 

" It is well," he said, calmly addressing himself to the 
messenger. ^^ Take my answer to him who sent you, that I 
will be punctual to the rendezvous in three days from the 
present.'* 

With this answer the messenger took his depaiture. Don 
Estevan, turning to his guests, again apologized for his imp»i 
titencAS ; and the dinner, for an instant suspended, once mcort 
piogressed with renewed activity. 

Nevertheless the Spaniard appeared more thoughtful thai 
before; and his guests did not doubt, but that ho had 
received some news of more than ordinary interest. 

We shall leave them to their conjectures, and precede Don 
Cftev«n to the mysterious rendexvous which had been fl^ven 
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biiiif and the ftcene of which was to be a small village lyinfl 
ppon the route to the rresidio of Tubac. 

The whole country between Arispe and the Presidio in 
question may be said to be almost uninhabited. Along th« 
route only mean hovels are encountered, with here and there 
H hacienda of greater pretensions. These houses aie rarely 
iolitary, but collected m groups at long distances a]>ar1. 
Usually a day's jouniey liec between them, and, consequently, 
they are the stopping-places for travellers, who may be on 
their way towards the frontier. But the travellei-s are few, 
and the inhabitants of these miserable hovels pass the greater 
part of their lives in the middle of a profound solitude. A 
little patch of Indian corn which they cultivate, — a fow head 
of cattle, which, fed upon the perfumed pastures of the 
j.laius, produce beef of an exquisite flavour, — a sky alwayi 
clear, — and, above all, a wonderful sobriety of livmg, — 
enable these dwellers of the desert steppes of Sonera to liv0| 
If not in a state of luxury, at least free from all fear of w^ant. 
What desires need trouble a man who sees a blue sky alwayt 
over his head, and who finds in the smoke of a cigarette of 
his own making, a resource against all the cravings of hun- 
ger? 

At one part of the year, however, these villages of hoveli 
ftre uninhabited — altogether abandoned by their occupants 
This is the dry season^ during the greater portion of wliich 
the cistei-ns that supply the villages with water become dried 
np. The cisterns are fed by the rains of heaven, and wo 
ether water than this can be found throughout most tracts 
of the country. When these give out, the settlements have 
to be abandoned, and remain until the return of the periodi- 
cal rdna 

In a morning of the year 1880, at the distance of aboul 
ihrea days' journey from Arispe, % man was seated, or radioi 
half reolimng, upon his Berajyl in front of a rude hovel« k 



•OKoai.. tl 

few othor tiim of a smiil^r character were neaf, tt^atiered 
here and there over the ground. It was evident, from th« 
profound silence tliat reigned among these dwellings, and 
tho absence of human forms, or implements of household 
nse, that the ranc/ieria was abandoned by its half nomad 
population. Such in reality was the fact, for it was now the 
very height of the dry season. Two or three roads branched 
out from this miserable group of huts, leading off into a thick 
forest which surrt^unded it on all sides. They were rathei 
paths than roads, for the tracks which they followed wer^ 
Bcarce cleared of the timber that once gi-ew upon them. At 
tiio point of junction of these roads the individual alluded to 
had placed himself; and his attitude of perfect ease told that 
he was under no apprehension from the profound and awe- 
insjiiring loneliness of the place. The croak of the ravena 
flitthig from tree to tree hoarsely uttered in their flight ; the 
cry of the chaoulucas as they welcomed the rising sun, were 
tlic only sounds that broke the stillness of the scene. 

Presently the white fog of the night began to rise upward 
and disappear under the strength of the sunbeams. Only a 
few flakes of it still hmig over the tops of the mezquite an<l 
iron-wood trees that grew thickly aromid the huts. 

Near where the man lay, there might be seen the remaina 
>f a large fire. It had been kindled no doubt to protect hiin 
A-om the chill dews of tlie night ; and it now served him lo 
/)repare his breakfast. Some small cakes of wheateu meal, 
*ith a few pieces of ta^sajo^ were already placed upon the red 
limbers of the fire; but notwithstanding that these would 
make but a meagre repast, the man appeared eagerly to 
iwait the enjoyment of it. 

Near 2X hand, with a frugality equal to that of his master, 
i horse was browsing upon the tufts of dry vellow grass, thaf 
jpew thinly over the gi*onnd. This horse, with a saddle and 
bridle lying near, proved tAe solitary individual to be a 
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traveller. Contrary to the usual custom of the country, tbt 
aorse had no lazo, or fastening of any kind upon him ; but 
iras free to wander where he pleased." 

The costume of the traveller consisted in a sort of jacket 
or vest of brick-coloured leather, without buttons or anj 
opening in front, but drawn over the head after the mannef 
of a shirt. Wide pantaloons of the same material, open from 
the knee downwards, and fastened at the waist by a scarf of 
red China crape. Under the pantaloons, and covering th« 
calf of the leg nearly up to the knee, could be seen the botas 
of strong stamped leather, in one of which was stuck a long 
knife with a horn hilt— thus ready to the hand whether the 
owner was seated, standing, or on horseback. A large felt 
hat, banded with a toquiUa of Venetian pearls, completed a 
costume suflicieutly picturesque, the vivid colours of which 
were in harmony with that of the serapi on which the travel- 
ler was reclining. This costimie denoted one of those men 
accustomed to gallop among the thorny jungles that cover 
the desei-t steppes of North Mexico ; and who in their expe- 
litiou3, whether against Indian enemies, or for whatevef 
pui-pose, sleep with indifference under the shadow of a tree, 
or the open heaven itself, — ^in the forest, or upon the naked 
plain. 

There was in the features of this traveller a singular mix. 
ture of brutal ferocity and careless good humour. A crooked 
nose, with thick bushy eyebrows, and black eyes that sparkled 
from time to time with a malicious fire, gave to his counte- 
nance a sinister aspect, and belied the expression of his mouth 
and lips, that presented rather a pleasant and smiluig coiv 
tour. But the man's features, when viewed as a whole, could 
not fail to inspire a certain feeling of repulsiveness mingled 
with fear. A short carbine that lay by his side, togethei 
with the long knife, whose haft protruded above the top of 
^ ji boots, did not in any way tame down the ferocious aspect 
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tf hif face. On the contrary they proclaimed nJm Cae whom 
H would not bo desirable to liavo ibr a oompanioti in th« 
desert. 

Despite the nonchalance of his aUitude, it was evidesl 
Ihat, he awailed some one ; but a« everything in thelO conn 
Ines b on a large scale, so also is the virtue of pitienocv 
Ihia outlaw — for everything about him signified that he wai 
one of some sort — this outlaw, we say, having laade three 
days' jouiTiey before arriving upon the ground wheifB he 
DOW was, thought nothing of a few hours, less or more, spent 
in expectation. In the desert, he who has travelled a hUlfr* 
dred leagues, Avill consider it a mere bagatelle to wait fof A 
hundred hours : imlike to him who keeps an appointment III 
the midst of a great city, where a delay of a quarter of aA 
hour will be endured with feverish impatience. 

So it was with our solitary traveller ; and when the hoof- 
strokes of a horse were heard at some distance off in the 
forest, he did nothing more than to make a slight change in 
the attitude in which he had been reclinmg ; while his steed, 
also hearing the same sounds, tossed up his head and 
neighed joyously. The hoof-strokes each moment were 
heard more distinctly ; and it was evident that a horseman 
was galloping rapidly in the direction of the huts. After a 
little the strokes became more gentle, and the gallop 
appeared to be changed to a walk. The rider was approach 
ing with caution. 

A few seconds intervened, and then upon one of the roads 
—that leading to Arispe — ^the hoi*seman was perceived com* 
ing on at a slo:v and cautious pace. 

On perceiving the traveller, still half reclining upon his 
$erap&^ the horseman drew his rein still tighter and halted, 
and the two men remained for some seconds regarding esofe 
othflT with a fixed and interrogatiTe glaooe. 
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CHAPTER Va 

TWO HONBST OKMTLBlflCM 

Tax now comer was a tall man with a dark complexiotii 
■nd thick black beard, costumed very similarly to tho othei 
^in vest and pantaloons of brick rqd leather, felt sombrero, 
sash, and boots. Ue was mounted upon a strong activt 
horse. 

It may appear strange that during the period of mutusi 
examination, each of these two men made a very dmilai 
reflection about the other; but it was scarcely strange 
either, consideiiug that both presented an equally saspiciou& 
aspect. 

" Carramba/^^ muttered the horseman as he eyed the 
man on the serapS, " if I wasn't sure that he is the gentle 
man I have been sent to meet, I should believe that I hao 
chanced upon a very unlucky acquaintance." 

At the same instant he upon the ground said to himself— 

*' JPor Dlost if that infernal Seven of Spades had left aij 
dollars in my purse, I should have considered them in dang^ 
of being taken out of it just now.*' 

Despite the nature of his reflection, the horseman did njl 
Aesitate any longer, but spurring his horse forward to tht 
edge of the fire, lifted his hat courteously from his head, and 
tainted him on the ground, at the same time saying mtep 
rogatively : — 

•* No doubt it is the Senor Don Pedro Ouchillo I ha?e Lhr 
boBOiir to addr^is ?" 



TWO UOXKBT GENTLSIOCN. §1 

''The same, cavallerol" replied the other, rising to hit 
feet, and returning the salute with no less politeness than il 
had })een given. 

" Cavallero I I have been sent forward to meet you, and 
aan«:)uuce to you the approach of tiie Sefior Arecliiza, who af 
\isis time cannot be many leagues distant. My name \p 
Manuel Baraja, your very humble servant,** 

** Your honour will dismount f " 

The horseman did not wait for the invitadcm tii b« 
repeated, but at once flung himself from the saddle. After 
unbuckling his enoimous spurs, he B|)eedily unsaddled Lis 
horse, fastened a long lazo around his neck, and then giving 
him a smart cut with the short whip which he carried, 
despatched the animal without further ceremony to share 
the meagre provender of his companion. 

At this movement the tasajoy beginning to sputter over 
the coals, gave out an odour that resembled the smell of a 
dying lamp. Notwithstanding this, Baraja cast towards it a 
!ook of longing. 

" It appears to me, SeSor Cuohillo,»» said he, " that you 
are well provided here. Carramba! — tortillasy of wheaten 
meal ! tcisajo I — it is a repast for a prince !" 

*' Oh, yee," replied Cuchillo, vnt\\ a certain air of fo])pi8h 
xiess, '^ I ti 3at myself well. It makes me happy to know thai 
the dish is to your liking ; I beg to assure you, it is quke al 
your service." 

**You ai-e very good, and I accept your offer without 
<eremony» The morning air has shar[»oned my appetite.** 

And saying this, Baraja proceeded to the mastication of 
the tasajo and torullas. After being thus engaged for 8oro4 
lim^, he once more addressed himseli* to his host. 

" Dare I tell you, Sefior Cuchillo, the favorable impresaios 
I bad of you at first sight?*' 

^Oh! you shock my jnodesty lefior. I would rtUiif 

^1- 
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itate the good opinion yonr first appearance gave me d 
you /" 

The two new friends here exchanged a salute, full of aff» 
bility, and the^ continued to eat, Baraja harpooning iip<>» 
the point of hiai long knife another piece of meat out of th« 
ftihes. 

"If it please yon, SeHor Baraja,'* said Cuchillo. "we msy 
talk over our business while we are eating. You will find m€ 
A host safis eir^onicJ* 

"Just what pleases me.*' 

"Don Estev^, then, has received the message which 
sent him ?*• 

** He has, buti what that message was is only known to 
you and him." 

" No doubt qf that," muttered Cuchillo to himself. 

" The Seiior Arechiza," continued the envoj/y " started foi 
Tubac shortly ftfler receiving your letter. It was my duty 
to accompany him, but he ordered me to proceed in advance 
of him with those commands: * In the little village of Huerfano 
you will find a inan, by name Cuchillo ; you shall say to him 
that the propo^ial he makes to me deserves serious attention ; 
and that since the place he has designated as a rendezvous 
is on the w^y to Tubac, I will see him on my journey.* 
This instruction was given by Don Estevan an hour or so 
before his departure, but although I have ridden a little 
fester to ereoute his orders, he cannot be far behind me,** 

"Good I Seiior Baraja, goodl** exclaimed Cuchillo, e?l 
dently pleased with the communication just made, " and if 
the business which I hUve ynth Don Estevan be satisfactorily 
concluded— which I am in hopes it will be — you are likely to 
have me for a comrade in this distant expedition. But,** 
continued he, suddenly changing the subject, *' you will, n« 
doubt, be astonished that I have given Don Estevan a 
dafYOua in sooh a singular place aa thiaf** 
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••No,*^ vfoolly replied Baraja,"you may hare reasonf lof 
being partial to solitude, Wlio does not love it at times ?*• 

A niost gracious smile playing u|-K>n the countenance of 
CucliUlo, denoted tbat his new acquaintance had coiTectlj 
'divined the truth. 

*' Precisely," he replied, "the ill-behaviour of a friend 
lowards me, and the malevolent hostility of the alcalde of 
Arispo have caused me to seek this tranquil retreat. Tliat ia 
just why I have established my head-quarters in an aban^ 
doned village, where there is not a soul to keep compatty 
with." 

"Sefior Don Pedro," replied Baraja, "I have already 
formed too good an oi>inion of you not to believe that the 
&ult is entirely upon the side of the alcalde^ and especially 
on the part of your friend." 

"I thank you, Seiior Baraja, for your good opinion,** 
returned Cuchillo, at the same time taking from the cinders a 
piece of the meat, half burnt, half raw, and munching it down 
with the most perfect indifference ; " I thank you sincerely, 
and when I tell you the circumstances yon may judge for 
yourself." 

" I shall be glad to hear them," said the other, easing 
himself down into a horizontal position ; " after a good 
repast, there is nothing I so much enjoy as a good story." 

After saying this, and lighting his cigarette, Baraja 
tamed upon the broad of his back, and M^th his eyes fixed 
f pon the blue sky, appeared to enjoy a perfect beatitude. 

*' The stoiy is neither long nor interesting," responded 
Cuchillo ; " what happened to me might happen to all the 
world T was engaged with this friend in a quiet game of 
cards, when he pretended that I had tricked him. Th« 
affair came to words — '• 

Here the nari*ator paused for an instant, to take a drinb 
from his leathern bottle, and then ccntinaed-* - 
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"My friend had the indelicacy to permit himself to Arcf 
down dead in my presence.'* 

" What I at your words ?" 

**No, with the stab of a knife which I gave hin\," cocDj 
replied the outlaw. 

" Ah I no doubt your friend was in the WToctg^ and yo« 
received great provocation?" 

** The alcalde did not think so. He pcstcied mo il the 
most absurd manner. I could have forgiven the bitternewi 
of his persecution of me, had it not been that I was myself 
bitterly roused at the ill-behaviour of my friend, whom up to 
that time I had highly esteemed." 

"Ah I one has always to suffer from one's friends," 
rejoined Baraja, sending up a puff of smoke from his corn* 
bosk cigarette. 

"Well— one thing," said Cuchillo, "the result of it aD 
is that I have made a vow never to play another card ; foi 
the cards, as you see, were the original cause of this uglj 
affair." 

*^ A good resolution," said Baraja, " and just such as I 
have come to myself. I have promised never to touch 
soother card : they have cost me a fortune — in &ct, alto- 
gether mined me." 

"Ruined you ? you have been rich then?" 

"Alas! I had a splendid estate — a hacienda de ganadoi 
(cattle ferm) with a numerous flock upon it. I had a lawyet 
for my intendant^ who took care of the estate while I spent 
my time in town. But when I came to settle accounts with 
this fellow I found I had let them run too long. I disct^veied 
hat half my estate belonged to him P' 

" What did you do then ?" 

" The only thrag I could do," answered Baraja, with th« 
wr of a cavalier, " was to stake my remaining half againal 
lot on a game, and let the w inner take the whole." 
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** Did he accept this proposal 1?'* 

" After a fasLiou,'^ 

"What fashion?" 

"Why, you see I am too timid when T play m presence oi 
company, and certain to lose, I prefer, therefore, to play isk 
the open air, and in some quiet comer of the woods. There 
I feel more at my ease ; and if I should lose — considering 
that it was my whole fortune that was at stake— I should not 
expose my chagrin to the whole world. These were the 
considerations that prompted me to propose the conditionit 
of our playing alone.'* 

** And did the lawyer agree to your conditions ?** 

" Not a bit of it.'> 

" What a droll fellow he must have been I" 

" He would only play in the presence of Avitnesses." 

" And you were forced to his terms ?" 

" To my great regret, I was." 

"And of course you lost — ^being so nervous in presence ol 
company ?" 

"I lost the second half of my fortune as I had done the 
first. The only thing I kept bar^k was the horse you see, 
and even him my ex-intcndant insisted upon having as part 
of the bet. To-day I have no other hope than to make my 
fortune in thisTubac expedition, and if I should do so I may 
get back, and settle accounts ^vith the knave. After that 
game, however, I swore I should never play another card} 
liSrid, carramba I I have kept my oath." 

'* How long since this happened ?" 

" Five days." 

"The devil! — You deserve credit for keeping youf 
roid." 

The two iidventurers after having exchanged these confi* 
dences, began to talk over their hopes founded on the ap- 
proaching expedition— af the marvellous sights that they 
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woilil be likely to see — ^but more espedallj a? tbe daagert 
that might have to be encountered. 

^^ Bah !" said Baraja, speaking of these ; '* better to di« 
than live weatfing a ooat out at elbows.*' 

Ciichillo Was of the same opinion. 

Meanwhile tlie sun was growing hotter and hotter. A 
burning wind began to blow through the trees, and the 
)ioi*8e0 of the two travellers, suffering from thirst, uttered 
theit plaintive ncighings. The men themselves sought out 
the thickest shade to protect them from the fervid rays of 
tl^e sun, and for awhile both observed a complete silence. 

Baraja was the first to resume the conversation. 

" You may laugh at me, Senor Cuchillo," said he, fanning 
liimself with his felt hat, " but to say the truth the tim« 
Ap})ears very long to me when I am not playing.*' 

" The same with myself," hastily responded Cuchillo. 

" What de you say to our staking, on word of honour, a 
little of that gold wo are going to find?" 

" Just what I was thinking myself, but I daronH propose 
it to you ; — ^I am quite agreeable." 

Without further parley each of the two thrust a hand 
into his pocket, and drew forth a pack of cards — with whichi 
notwithstanding the oath they had taken^ both were pro- 
vided. 

The play was about to commence, when the sound of i 
bell, and the clattering of hoofs at a distance, announced IL# 
approach, most probably, of the impoitant persouage wboio 
OachOIo awaited. 
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ToB two players Bospended operations, and turned Clifeii 
ftoes in the dii*ection whence came the sounds. 

At some distance along the road, a cloud of dust suddenly 
rismg, indicated the approach of a troop of horsob. 

They were without riders. One only was mounted ; and 
that was ridden by the driver of the troop. In shoi-t, it was 
h remuda — such as rich trayellera in the north of Mexico 
usually take along with them for a remount. These horsesi 
on accoimt of the half- wild life they lead upon the vast plains 
where they are pastured, after a gallop of twenty leagues 
without carrying a rider, are almost as fresh as if just taken 
out of the stable. On long routes, each is saddled and 
^Aiounted at regular intervals ; and in this way a journey is 
^^rformcd almost as rapidly as by a mail express, with 
relays already established. 

According to usual custom, a beU-mare preceded this 
drove, which appeared to consist of about thiity horses. Il 
was this bcU that had first attracted the attention of th^ 
players. 

When within a hundred yards or so of the huts, ths driver 
df the remuda galloped lo the front, and catching the bell- 
maro. brought her to a stop. The other horses halted on the 
instant. 

Shortly after, five cavaliers appeared througn the dust, 
riding in the direction of the huts. Two weie in advauc<i 0/ 
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tho «>tiier three, who, foUo^dng at a little dutance were aoi 
ing as attendants or seiTants. 

The most distinguished looking of the two who tode in 
advance, was a man of somewhat over medium height lie 
api)eared to have passed the age of forty, A greyi«h-coloured 
%(mibrero^ with broad brim, screened his face from the fervent 
■on beams. He was habited in a pelisse, or dolman^ of dark 
blue, richly laced with gold, and almost concealed under a 
largo white kerchief embroidered with sky-blue silk, and 
known in Mexico as pano de sol. Under the fiery atmos- 
phere, the white colour of this species of scarf, like the ftwr* 
noiis of the Arabs, serves to moderate the rays of th»i sun. 
and for this purpose was it worn by the cavalier in questioiu 
Upon his feet were boots of yeUow Cordovan leather, and 
over these, large spurs, the straps of which were stitched 
with gold and silver wire. These spurs, with their huge 
five-pointed rowels, and little bells, gave out a silvery clink- 
ing that kept time to the march of the horse — sounds most 
agreeable to the car of the Mexican cavaliei'O. 

A mangoy riclily slashed with gold lace, hung over the 
pommel of the saddle in fiont of the horseman, half covering 
with its folds a pair of wide pantaloons, garnished through* 
out their whole length Aivith buttons of filigree gold. In fine, 
tlie saddle, embroidered like the straps of the spurs, com- 
pleted a costume that, in the eyes of an European, would 
rvH^l the souvenirs of the middle ages. For all that, th« 
iiDrseman in question did not require a rich dress to give hnu 
%a air of distiuotion. There was that in his bearing and 
physiognomy that denoted a man accustomed to conunaud, 
and perfectly aufait to the world. 

llis companion, much younger, was dressed with fur mor« 
pretension ; but his msignificant figure, though not >\ anting 
in j% -certain degree of elegance, was far from having the aria 
(ocratic appearance of him with the embroidered kerchiel' 
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Tlie ihrci; servants that followed— with &Qes blackened oy 
dust and sun, and half savage figures — cai-ried long lances 
adorned with scarlet pennons, and lazos hung coiled from th« 
ponunels of their saddles. These strange attendants gave to 
the gronp that singular appearance peculiar to a cavalcads 
•f Mexican travellei-s. Several mules, pack laden, and carry- 
ing enormous valises, followed in the rear. These valises 
contained provisions and the manage necessary fbr a halt. 

On seeing Cuchillo and Baraja, the foremost of the two 
cavaliers halted, and the troop followed his example. 

" 'TIS the Senor Don Estevan," said Baraja, in a subdued 
voice. " This is the man, seiior," he continued, presenting 
Cuchillo to the cavalier with ihepano de sd. 

Don Estevan — for it was he — fixed upon Cuchillo a piero- 
h]g glance, that appeared to penetrate to the bottom of his 
soul, at the samp time the look denoted a slight expression 
of surprise. 

**I have the honour to kiss the hands of your excellency ,*• 
said Cuchillo. " As yon see, it is I wIjo »* 

But m spite of his habitual assurance, the outlaw paused, 
trembling as vague souvenirs began to shape themselves in 
his memory ; for these two men had met before, though not 
for a very long tmie. 

" Eh 1 if I don't deceive myself," interrupted the Spaniard, 
in an ironical tone, "the Senor Cuchillo and I are old 
acquaintances — ^though formerly I knew him by a diflfereni 
name ?" 

•• So too your excellency, who was then called " 

Arechiza fi-owned till the hairs of hia black nioiistachfl 
lecmed to stand on end. The outlaw did not finish his speech, 
lie saw that it was not the time to tell what he knew ; but 
Ihis species of complicity appeared to restc re him to h:i 
wonted assurance. 

Cuchillo waes, in trath, one of those gentlemen who bavt 
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Jie ill luck to givo to M'hatevcr name thej btar a pi ompi 
delebritj ; and for this reason ho bad chan<^ed hia more tbaa 
(Mice. 

" Sefior Senator,'* said Arechiaa, turning towards nis co*7^ 
pagnon dc voyage^ " this place does not wj»pcar very euitabU 
tor our noon siesta ?" 

**The Serior Tragaduros y Despilfarro, ^nll find the sliad« 
rf one of these cottages more agreeable," interposed CuchillOi 
who knew the senator of Arispe. lie knew, moreover, that 
the latter had attached himself to the foilunes of Don Este- 
Tan, in default of better cause: and in hopes of repairing hit 
own fortune, long since dissipated. 

Despite the low state of his finances, however, the Scnato? 
'had not the less a real influence in the congress of Sonora ; 
and it was this influence which Don Estevan intended using 
to his own advantage. Hence the companionsliip thnt now 
existed between them. 

** I agree with all my heait to your proposal,'* answered 
Tragaduros, ** the more so that we have now been nearly five 
hours m the saddle." 

Two of the servants dismountmg, took their mastera* 
horses by the biidle, while the other two looked ader the 
cargoM of the mules. The camp-beds were taken frotr the 
pack saddles, and carried into two of the houses that appeared 
the most spacious and proper. 

We shall leave the Senator reclining upon his mattress, to 
onjoy that profoimd slumber which is the portion of just 
men and travellers; while we accompany Don Estevan uito 
the hut which he had chosen for himself and which stocd at 
iome distance from that occupied by the legislator; 
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CHAPTEU IX. 
THB ooicr^cr« 

AiTXB having foUowed Don Eatovan, at the invitatidn of 
the latter, inside the hovel, Cuchillo closed behifid him the 
wattle of bamboos that served as a door. lie did this with 
great care — ^as if he feared that the least noise should be 
hoard without — and then he stood waiting for the Spaniard 
to initiate the conversation* 

The latter had seated himself on the side of his camp-bed- 
Btead, and Cuohillo also sat down, using for his seat the skull 
of a buUock, — which . chanced to be in the house. It is the 
ordinary stool of this part of the country, wlierc tlie luxury 
of chairs is still imknown — at least in the liouses of the poor 

*• I suppose," said Arcchiza, breaking silence, " that you 
have a thousand reasons why I should know you by no other 
than your present name. 1, with motives very different from 
youi-s, no doubt, desire to be here nothing more than Don 
JEktevan Arechiea. Now! Sonor Cuchillo," continued the 
epeakei with a certain affectation of mockery ; " let us have 
this grand secret that is to make your fortune and mine !'' 

"A word first, Se&or Don Estevan de Arechiza," replied 
Cnchillo, in the same tone; '*one word, and then you sliall 
Wave it." 

^*I listen to yon; but observe, sir, say nothing of tlie |ia«t 
— ^no more perfidy. We are here in a country where tLer« 
•re treeSj and you know how I punish traitors." 

At this allodon to some past event — ^no doubt some myn 
iflriotia Bouvenir— the fkee of the outlaw became livid. 
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** Yes,*' replied he, " I reineniber that it is jot yonr feuH 
tliat I was not hung to a tree. It may be mere prudent no* 
to recall old wrongs — especially as you are no longer in a 
conquered country, but in one of forests — forests both sombrt 
and dumb." 

There was in this response cf the outlaw such an cviicMl 
air of menace, that, joined with his character and sinistM 
antecedents, it required a firm heait on the part af I/on 
Estevan not to regret having recalled the souvenir. With a 
cold smile he replied 2 

" Ila I another time I shall entrust the execution of d traitor 
in the hands of no human being. I shall perform that office 
myself," con tinned he, fixing upon Cuchillo a glance which 
caused the latter to lower his head, "As to your threats, 
reserve them for people of your own kind ; and never forget, 
that between my breast and your dagger there is an insur. 
mountable bairier." 

" Who knows ?" muttered Cuchillo, dissembling the angef 
which was devouiing him. Then in a different tone, he con- 
tinued : " But I am no traitor, Seiior Don Estevan ; and the 
proposal I am now about to make to you is frank and loyal." 

"We shall see, then." 

" Know, then, Seiior Arechiza, that for several years past 
1 have followed the profession of a gambiisuWj and hav« 
rambled over most of this country in the exercise of my caU- 
ing. I have seen a deposit of gold such as mortal eye per* 
hai)s never looked upon I" 

'* You nave seen it, and not possessed yonrself of it?*- 

•^'Do not mock me, Don Estevan ; I am in earnest. I hi^ i 
neen a placer so rich that the man who gets it might for a 
whole year play the game of hell wdth luck all the whil« 
against him, and not be impoverished ? So rich as to satisf) 
the most insatiable avarioe ; so rich, in fact, as to buy a kuig 
<oml" 
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At these words, which responded to some hopes and do* 
rires already conceived, Don Estevar could not liinttcr I ju 
•elf from the manifestation of a certam emotion. 

"So rich," continued the outlaw, in an exalted tone, "ihal 
\ would not hesitate for one instant to give my soul to the 
Hevil in exchange for it.'* 

** The devil is not such a fool as to value so highly a souJ 
which he knows he will get gratis. But how did you di». 
•over this placer /" 

"Thus, seilor. There was a gambusino called Marcof 
Arellanos, who was celebrated throughout the whole pro- 
vince. It was he who discovered this bonanza in company 
with another of the same calling as himself; but just as they 
were about to gather some of the gold, they were attacked 
by the Apache Indians. The associate of Marcos Arellanos 
was killed, and he himself had to lun a thousand risks before 
he succeeded in makmg his escape. 

" It was after he came home again that by chance I met 
him at Tubac. There he proposed to me to join him, and go 
back to the placer, I accepted his offer, and we started 
We arrived safely at the Golden VaUet/, for bj that name 
he called the place. Powei*s of Heaven!" exclaimed 
CuchiDo, "it only needed to see those blocks of gold shining 
in the sun to bring before one's eyes a thousand dazzling 
visions 1 

"Alas I we were only permitted to feast our eyes. The 
Mvages were upon us. We were compelled to fly in our 
mrn, and I alone escaped. Poor Marcos I he fell under the 
horrible ^ ai clubs ; and I — I have sorely grieved for him I 
Now, senor, this is the secret of the Golden Valley which I 
dAsire to sell to you." 

** To sell to me : — and who is to answer for your fidelity ?** 

•'My own interest. I sell you the secret, but I do not 
Atend to alienate my rights to the placer. I have vainly 
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en Jeavofir^ to get np an expedition such \9 yours, for with- 
out a strong force it would be of no use going there. It 
woiilil be certain deatli to a i)arty of only two or threed 
WitL your baud, however, it will be easy, and success would 
be certain. I only ask tlie tenth part of all the gold thai 
aiay be gathered, which I would desei*\'e as guide of tlie ex* 
|)edition ; and going as guide I will be at the samo time a 
hoBtage for my good faith." 

" Is that what I am to understand ; you estimate th« 
price of your secret and services a tenth jiait of the whole?*' 

"That and two hundred dollars paid down to euabU^meto 
equip myself for the expedition." 

" You are more reasonable than I expected, Cuchillo, Very 
well, then let it be so ; the two hundred dollars you shall have, 
and I promise you the tenth part." 

" Agreed." 

" Agreed, and you have ray word upon it. Now, answer 
me some questions which I wish to put. Is this Golden Val- 
ley in that pail of the country where I intended to have taken 
my expedition?" 

*' It is beyond the Presidio of Tubac ; and since your men 
are to meet there you will not need to make any change in 
the dispositions you have already taken." 

" Good. And you have seen this Golden Valley you say 
frith yoiu- own eyes ?" 

" I have seen it without the power of touching it. I have 
■een it grinding my teeth as I looked upon it, like the damned 
in hell who get a glimpse of Pamdise." 

As CuchiLo spoke, his countenance betrayed beyond 
doubt the anguish he felt, at his cupidity having been 
baulked. 

Arechiza knew t^o well how to read the human physiog- 
nomy to doubt the truth of Cuchillo's report. Two hundred 
dollars were to him a mere bagatelle ; and taking an ebooj 
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, from Lis bed, small but heavy, he drew fi'om jt a rouleau 
of gold pieces and handed them to the gaiiibusmo, who im- 
laediately put them in his pocket. 

There was a little more in the rouleau than had been bar 
gained for. The Spaniaid took no notice of this, but fornH' 
iiig a cross with his thumb and index fi'uger of his right hand^ 
d la mode Espagnolej he held U before Cuchillo, directing 
him to make an oath upon it. 

" I swear by the cross," said the latter, " to speak th6 
truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. At the 
end of ten days' journey beyond Tubao, going in a north- 
westera direction, we shall arrive at the foot of a range of 
iiiountauis. They are easy to i*ecognize — ^for a thick vapor 
hangs over them both night and day. A little river traverses 
this range of hills. It is necessary to ascend it to a point 
where another stream runs into it. There in the angle 
where the two meet, is a steep hill, the summit of which is 
croAvned by the tomb of an Indian chief. I was not near 
enough to distinguish the strange ornaments that surround 
uiiB tomb ; but at the foot of the hill there is a small lake by 
the side of a naiTow valley in which the water from rain tor- 
rents Las thrown to the sui'&ce immense treasures of gold* 
this is the Golden VaUey.^^ 

** The way will be easily found ?" inquired Don Estevan. 

"But difticult to travel," replied CuchUlo. "The arid 
deserts will be no obstacle compared with the danger froa 
the hostility of Indians. This tomb of one of their most cele 
brated chiefs they hold in superstitious Teneration. It is th« 
constant object of their pilgrimages, and it was during one 
of these visits that we were surprised. Arellanos and my- 
■elf." 

" And this Arellanos — do you think he has not revealed 
tiuH secret to any one besides yourself?" 

^ You must know," replied CuohillO| "that it is a oustom,^ 
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of the gambofliiios, ^fore starting upon any expedition, lo 
■wear before the Holy Evangelists not to reveal the boaanMU 
they may find without the consent of their associates. This 
oath Arellanos took, and his death of courae prevented hiui 
from betrajring it." 

^< You have said that afler his return from his first expedi 
tson, you met him in Tubac. Was there no woman whom ho 
may perchance have had in his confidence ?" 

"His wife only — ^he may have told it to her. But 
f esterday a vaquero gave me the news that she has lately 
died. For all that, she may have revealed the secret to her 
K)n." 

** Arellanos had a son then ?*' 

^' An adopted son — a young man whose &ther or mother 
ao one knows anything about.'' 

Don Estcvan could not repress an involuntary movementi 
"This young fellow is, no doubt, the son of some 
>oor devil of this province f " said the Spaniard, in a care* 
ess way. 

** No," replied Cuchillo, " he was bom in Europe, and very 
fikely in Si)ain," 

Arechiza appeared to fall into a reverie, his head bend- 
iiig towards his breast. Some souvenirs were disturbing hii 
spirit. 

"This much at least is known,** continued Cuchillo« 
** The commander of an English brig-of-war brought him to 
Goaymas. He stated that the child, who spoke both French 
and Spanish, had been captured in an affair between the brig 
and a French privateer. A sailor who was either killed io 
the fight or taken prisoner, was beyond doubt his father 
The captain of the English brig, not knowing what to do 
witl him, gave him to Arellanos — who chanced to be in 
Guaymas at the time— and Arellanos brought him up \ai 
has made a man of him-- -my fiulL ) that he has. Young at 
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ih^ fellow ifl, there is not such a rastreador nor borM tsmcf 
in the province." 

The Spaniard, M*hile apparently not listening to Ciichillo^ 
did not lose a word of what he was saying ; but whether hf 
Ixm] heard enough, or that the subject was a painful oue^ ht 
fuddenly interrupted the gambusino : 

"And don't you think, if this wonderful tracker and hcra^i 
breaker has been told the secret of his adopted father h« 
might not be a dangerous rival to ns ?" 

Cuchillo drew himself up proudly, and replied : — 

*' I know a man who will yield in nothing — neither at fol- 
lowing a trail, nor taming a wild horse — to Tiburcio 
Arellanos ; and yet this secret has been almost worthless in 
his keeping, since he has just sold it for the tenth part of its 
value I" 

This last argument of Cuchillo's was suflSciently strong to 
convince Don Estevan that the Golden Valley was so 
guarded by these fiei-ce Indians that nothmg but a strong 
party could reach it— in short, that he himself was the only 
man who could set this force afoot. For awhile he remained 
in his silent reverie. The revelations of Cuchillo in regard 
to the adopted son of Marcos Arellanos had opened his mind 
to a new set of ideas which absorbed all others. For certain 
motives, which wo cannot here explain, he wfis seekhig to 
divine whether this Tiburcio Arellanos was not the young 
Fabian de Mediana I 

Cuchillo on his part was reflecting on certain antece- 
darts relative to the gambusino Arellanos and his adopted 
»c^ • but for powerful reasons he d'y not mention hie 
r<^floctions to Don Estevan. There are reasons, how- 
ever, why the reader should now be informed of their 
nature. 

The outlaw, as we have said, frequently changed his name, 
It was by one of these aliases used up so quickly, that he had 

4 
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been pass'mgi when at the Presidio Tnba: ho mode the ac 
quaiiitnoce of the unfoilunatc Aiellanos. Wlien the lattet 
was ^bout starting out on his second and &tal journey- 
before parting with hb wife and the j oung man whom h« 
bved as well as if he had been his own son — he confided tc 
hb wife the object of his new expedition ; and also the full 
particulars of tlie route he intended to take. Cucbillo was 
nevertheless ignorant of this revelation. But the knowledge 
which the outlaw carefully concealed, was that he himself 
after having reached the Golden Valley guided by Arellanos, 
murdered his companion, in hope of having all the treasure 
to himself. It was true enough that the Indians appeared 
afterwards, and it was with difficulty that the assassin could 
save his own scalp. We shall now leave him to tell kis own 
stoiy as to how he made the acquaintance of young Arellanos, 
and it will be seen that this story is a mere deception prac- 
tised upon Don Estevan. 

•* Nevertheless,** resumed Cuchillo in breaking the silence, 
•* I was determined to free my mind from all doubt upon the 
subject. On my return to Anspo I repaired to the dwel- 
ling of the widaw of Arellanos to inform her of the death 
of poor Marcos. But with the exception of the great grief 
which the news caused her, I observed nothing particular — 
nothing that could give me the least suspicion that I am not 
the sole possessor of the secret of the Golden Valley." 

" One easily believes what he wishes to believe," remarked 
Arechiza. 

" Hear me, Senor Don Estevan 1 There are two ihmgt 
on which I pride myself. One is, that I have a conscience 
easily alarmed ; the other, that I am gifted with a perspi- 
tuity not easily deluded." 

The Spaniard made no further objections. He was sat!» 
Sed, not with the outlaw's conscience, but his perspicuity. 

With regard to Tiburcio Arelhnos, we need hardly stiit« 
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Wlltt the reader has no doubt already divuicd— t lai tttif 
young man was in reality no other than Fabian, the last dei»- 
eendant of the Counts of Mediana. Cucliillc ha^^ ah*ead} 
related how the English brig brought him to Guaynuwi 
Left without a guide to enable him to discover his family^ 
disinhented of his rich patrimonial estates — an c rphan know 
ing nothing of his parents, here he was in a strange lau I. 
the possessor of nothing more than a hoi-se and a hut ol 
bamboos. 



CHAPTER X. 

THE AFTBBNOON B I D B. 

When Cuchillo, after the interview just described^ came 
forth from the hovel, the sun was no longer in the vertex of 
the heavens, but had commenced his downward course to the 
western horizon. The earth, burned up and dry as tinder, 
gave forth a thin vapoury mist, that here and there hung 
over the surface in condensed maases, giving that appearance 
known as the mirage. Limpid lakes presented themselves 
to the eye, where not a drop of water was kno\^Ti to exist — m 
if nature, to preserve a perfect hai-mony, offered tliese tooths 
imagination in compensation for the absence of the preciouf 
fluid itself. Far off in the forest, could be heard at inter- 
Tals the crackling of branches under the burning rays of the 
eun— just as if the woods were on fire. But the trees were 
logiiming to open their leaves to the southern breeze that 
freshened as the hours passed on, and they appeared impa- 
tiently to await the twilight, when the night- tews would 
once more freshen their foliage 

Cuchillo gave a uLIsti^, at which well-known signal Mf 
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hor^e came galloping ap to him. Tho p:»or b;NL3t appeared 
to suffer terribly from the tliirst. Ilis master, moved with 
pity, poured into a bowl a few drops of water from his ekin 
bottle; and although it was scarce enough to moisten the 
aaimal's lips, it seemed to bring back the vigour of his sjaiiU 

Ouchillo having saddled and bridled his horse, an] 
buckled on a pair of huge spurs, called one of the attendants 
of Don Estevan. To this man he gave ordera to have the 
pack of mules harnessed, as well as to collect the remuda to 
be sent on in advance — in order that the sleeping quarters 
for the night should be ready upon their arrival. TJie place 
where the travellers were to rest that night — as Cuchilto 
mibrmed the domestic — ^was to be at the cistern known as 
La Poza. 

" But La Poza is not on the route to Tubac I" objected 
the servant ; *^ it lies out of the way and on the road leading 
to the Hacienda del Vetiado.^^ 

** You have nothing to do with the route," peremptorily 
answered Cuchillo, ^^your master intends spcndmg some 
days at the Hacienda del Venado. Therefore do as I have 
ordered yo«." 

The Hacienda del Venado was the most important estate 
between Arispo and the Indian frontier, and its proprietor 
had the reputation of being the most hospitable man in the 
whole province. It was, therefore without repugnance that 
the attendants of Don Estevan heard this news from Cuchillo 
"*"<ince, although their route of march would be extended 
ifk making the detour by tho Hacienda del Venado, they 
knew they would enjoy several days of pleasant repose at 
this hospitable mansion. 

The man to whom Cuchillo had given his orders, imTne- 
diately saddled his horse and set off to collect the remuda. 
Tie soon discovered the horses browsing in the woods near al 
Uand, and collected, as usual, around the bell-uiare. 
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As he approached, the troop bounded off in ailHghtr- jtut 
id wild horses would have done ; but the actire horseman 
was too quick for them, for already the running noosR :i hii 
laso was around the neck of one of th«m. The tiorse f.et 
reiving that he was caught, and knowing we3i the laio- 
S'hoso power ho had often felt — yielded without r««sistanM^ 
and permitted himself to be led quietly away The capitana 
(bell-mare) knew the signal and followed tlie horse of th^ 
servant, with all the others troojiing at her heels. 

Two of the freshest of the drove were left behind, for Dec 
Estevan and the Senator. These would be enough to serve 
them as lar as La Toza — the place of their intended night 
halt — ^which was only a few hours distant. The other horses, 
guided by the boUmare, were taken on in advance, and the 
drove soon disappeared behmd the cloud of dust thrown up 
by their I1006. 

Shortly after, the Senator made his appearance at the door 
of the hut where he had taken his siesta — a necessity almost 
imperious in these hot climates. At the same time, Don 
Estevan presented himself in the open air. The atmosphere, 
though a little fresher than wuss ihey had gone inside, was 
itill suffiaently stifling to be disagreeable. 

"Carrambal** cried the Senator, after inhaling a few 
mouthftils of it, " it is fire, noi air, one has to breathe hero, 
if these hovels were not a complete nest of snakes and scor* 
pions, I should prefer staying in them until night, rather than 
bunch myself into this dreadful furnace." 

Aft 3r this doleftd speech the Senator climbed reluctantly 
P3to his saddle, and he and Don Estevan took the route, 
riding a»de by side, as in the mommg. Behind, at n fe^ 
paces distance, followed Cuchillo amd Barnja, and after these 
the little recua of mules with the other domestiVo. 

For the first hour of their march tne snaae of the ireei 
ffodarcd the heat suppoilable, but soon the forest ended* and 
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the road deboucliod upon thoopen plains that ..^ ,..ur6*l tntar 
minablc. 

It is hardly possible to conceivo a moro dreary ]>rosf>eci| 
than that presented by those arid plains of Northern Mexico 
— naked, white, and almost destitute of vegetation. Ilcn 
and there at long distances on the route, may be seen a tai^ 
pole which denotes the presence of some artificial well— ^ 
cistern — ^but as you draw near, the leathern buckets by which 
the water is to be raised, show by their stiff contrattcd o»t- 
fines that for a long time they have held no water, and that 
the well is dried up— a sad fortune for the traveller whose 
evil star has guided him into these deserts during the dry 
season, especially if at the end of his day's journey he 
reckons on a supply from these treacherous depositaries. If 
his canteen is not well filled, or if he is by any chance 
detained upon his route, his story is likely to be that of 
hundreds who have perished of thirst upon these plains, 
between a heaven and an earth that are equally un- 
pitying. 

" Is it true, then, Don Kstevan,'* inquired the Senator, as 
he wiped the perspiration from his brow, ** that you ha v« 
been through this country before?'* 

** Certainly,'* replied Don Bstevan ; "and it is just because 
I have been here before that I am here now. But what 
brought me here formerly, and why I now return, is a secret 
I shall teU you presently. Let me say that it is a secret t uA 
eient to turn a man's brain, provided he is not one with t 
held, firm heart. Are you that man, seSor Senator?" addeJ 
Ihe Spaniard, fixing his eyes upon his companion, with a calm 
regard. 

The Senator made no rcjily, farther than by giving a slight 
ahiver that was jierceptible through his frame, and whicb 
denoted that he felt some ap prehaiuiion m to tne rdle hi 
might be calleil upon to plar 
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The Spaniard did not fidl to observe his nneasincsai aa ha 
raanmod: 

^'MeanwhUoy sefior^ let me aak you, are you dedded 
lo follow my advice, and restore your fortmies by somt 
nui matrimonial alliance which I shall arrange for you ?^ 

" Without doubt I am," replied the Senator, " though t 
Mnt see what interest that can be to you, Senor Don 
Estevan." 

'* That is my affair and my secret. I am not one of those 
who scU the skin of the bear before the animal is caught. It 
is cnougli for you to know, Don Vicente Tragaduros y Des- 
pilfarro, that I have a hundred thousand dollars at your dis- 
posal the moment you say the word — it only remains for yoii 
to hear my conditions, and subscribe to them." 

•*I don't say no," replied the Senator, "but I candidly 
avow that for the life of me I cannot think of any one pos- 
sessing such an inheritance a^ you mention — ^not one in the 
whole pro\dnce." 

** Do you know the lOiughtcr of the rich landowner Augusta 
Pefia — at whose hadenda, please God, we shall sleep to-mor^ 
row night ?" 

"Oh I" crclairaed the Senator, the proprietor of the 
tiacienda del Venadof I have heard of her — her dowry 
should bo a million if report speaks true ; but what folly it 
would be for me to pretend — -" 

" Bah I" interrupted the Spaniard. "It is a fortress that 
A oil besieged may capitulate like any other." 

" It is said that the daughter of Pefia is pretty." 

" Beautiful." 

"You know her then?" said the Senator, regarding his 
companion with an astonished look, " Perhaps," he added, 
*• it is to the hacienda of Venado that yo^ make those 
periodical and mysterious journey®, so much talkod about at 
Arlspe?* 
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"Precisoly •o.'' 

" Ah ! I understand you,*' said the Senator, turning a §lj 
look upon his companion, "*b was the beautifid eyes of (hi 
daughter that attracted you, the — ?" 

" You are mistaken. It was the father, who was simply 
tiie banker from whom, from time to time, I drew the fandg 
necessary for my expenses at Arispe." 

•* Is that also the object of our present journey ?" 

"Partly,'' replied the Spaniard, "but not altogether— 
the- e is another object, which I will communicate to you 
hereafter.'' 

" Well, seSor," answered the Senator, " you are a mystery 
to mc from head to foot; but I abandon myself blindly to 
your guidance." 

** Tou do well," said Don Estevan, " and in all likelihood 
your sun, for a while eclipsed, will shine out again with more 
tbAQ its former splendour." 



CHAPTER XL 

AX imFOBTUNATS TRATSLLKB, 

It was now near sunset; the travellers were still &boirt 
two leagues from La Poza, and the desert plains were nearly 
passed. Some mezquite trees appeared in front thinly c-over- 
big the calcareous soil, but the twilight sun began to render 
2eM visible the objects here and there scanercd over the 
Dialn. 

A]l at once the horse of Don Estevan came to a stand, and 
■hewed liifng of affriffht. The steed of the Senator acted in 
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i rimilar fiudlon, thoagl. neither of the two hursemou ooxidl 
perceive the cause of this strange behaviour. 

" It is the body of some dead mule ?" suggested the Meii 
can. 

Don Estevan spurred his horse forward, despite tlie rcpug 
xumce of the animal to advance ; and a few paces further on^ 
iehind a clump of wild aloe plants, he perceived the body of « 
horse stretched out upon the sand. Such a sight in these drj 
i:iain8 is by no means uncommon ; and the travellers would 
ic4i have gi/en a moment's thought to it, but for the fitct 
that the horse in question ap2)eared to be saddled and bridled. 
This circumstance indicated some extraordinary occurrence. 

Cuchillo had meanwhile ridden forward to the spot, 

" Ah 1" said he, after glancing a moment at the dead horse, 
*' the poor devil who has ridden him has met with a double 
accident : he has not only lost his horse, but also hb water* 
bottle. Seel»' 

The guide pointed to an object lying upon the ground by 
the shoulder of the fallen horse, and still attached by a strap 
to the saddle. It was a leatheru water-bottle apparently 
broken and empty. In fact, its position proved that the 
horse, enfeebled by the heat and thirst, had fallen suddenly 
to the earth, and the bottle, hardened by the sun, and coming 
m contact with the animal's fihoulder, had got crushed either 
by the fall, or in the struggle that succeeded it. A large 
fra?ture was visible in the side of the vessel, through which 
Ae water had escaped to the very last drop. . 

*' We are likely enough by and by to stumble upon his 
c ir ner :" suggested Cuchillo, while he examined the trappings 
•f the dead horsr^ to see if there might be anything worth 
picking up. " Por Dios /" he continued, " this reminds me 
that Z have the very devil's thirst myself," and as he said thi«, 
Im raised his own bottle to his head, and swallowed loiiil 
gvlps from it. 

A* 
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The tracks of a man upon the tandy surface, indicated that 
the traveller had continued kis roato on foot ; but the foot* 
marks showed also, that he must have tc»tlcrcd rather Jiwt 
walked* They were miequally distant from each other, and 
wvited that distinctness of shape, that would ha7e been ezhi- 
)^ited by the footsteps of a man standing properly on his legd* 

These points did not escape the keen eyes of Cucliillo, who 
was one of those individuals who could read such dumb sigLS 
with an unfailing certainty. 

" Beyond a doubt," said he, taking another gulp from his 
bottle, " the traveller cannot be £ir off.** 

Ilis conjecture proved correct, A few moments after, th« 
body of a man was seen by the side of the path, lying upon 
the ground, and peiiectly motionless. As if this individual 
had intended that his countenance should be hidden from the 
eyes of any one passing, a broad palm-leaf hat covered tha 
whole of his face. 

The costume of this traveller in distress, betrayed a certain 
degree of poverty. Besides the hat already mentioneil, 
which appeared old and battered, a rusty-coloured Indian 
shirt, somewhat torn, and a pair of pantaloons of nankeen, 
with common filigree buttons, appeared to be his only gar- 
ments. At least they were all that could be noticed in the 
irbscure twilight. 

*' Benito," said Don Estevan, calling to one of his servants, 
^ knock off with the butt of your lance the hat thai coven 
lais man's face— perhaps he is only asleep ?" 

Benito obeyed the order, and tossed aside the hat withonl 
dismounting ; but the man stretched on the ground did nol 
appear to know what had been done — at least he made nol 
the slightest movement. 

When the hat was removed, however, the darkness, which 
had suddenly increaaed, rendered it impossible to distingujHk 
his featurea. 
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^Alt&ongh it is not exactly your specially, Sthoi 
Cttohillo," said Don Estcvan, addressing himself to the out- 
law, "if you will do an act of humanity in trying to save the 
life of this poor devil, you shall have half an ounce of gold 
if you succeed." 

**Ck)spitaI Seiior Don Estevan," cried Cuchillo, "yoi 
surely mistake my character, I am the most humane of 
mortals — that is," continued he in an mider tone, ** when it 
ia my interest to be so. You may ride forward then ; and 
it will not be my fault, if I don't bring this poor fellow safe 
to our halting place at La Poza." 

Iji saying these words Cuchillo dismounted, and laying his 
hamls upon the neck of his horse, cried out: 

" Now good Tordillo, doa't budge an inch fi*om this spot 
till I will for you." 

The animal, pa^ving the sand, and champing his bit, 
appeared to comprehend the words of his master, and 
remained in the phice where he had been left, 

" Shall we leave one of the servants to assbt you ?" inquired 
the Senator, as they were riding off. 

** No, tl\ank you, Sefior Don Vicente,'* responded Cuchillo, 
ftaring that if any )nc was left he might expect some ihart 
in the promised der.iUonza; "it will not b« necessary.'' 

And the cavalcade riding off, left the outlaw alone with 
lii« re(nuEb«Bt b^y. 
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CUATTER XIL 

SIBUBCIO ABSLLANOS. 

CucHUXO Jipproaching tho body, bent down to exaraino 
the features, and see if there were any signs of life. At th« 
first glance of that face the outlaw trembled. 

"Tiburcio Arellanos, as I live!" he involuntarily muttered* 

It was, in truth, the adopted son of his victim whom he 
«aw before him. 

**¥es — there is no mistake — it ishel Santa Virgenl if 
not dead he's not far oflf it,*' continued he, observuig tho 
mortal paleness of tho young man's countenance. 

A hellish thought at this moment arose in the mind of the 
i^utlaw. Perhaps the only man in all the world who shared 
with him that secret, which he himself had purchased by tho 
crime of murder, was there before him — completely ui hia 
power. It only needed to finish him, if not already dead, 
and to report that ho could not be saved. He wa* in tin. 
middle of the desert, imdcr the shadow of night, where re. 
•ye cculd see, and no hand could hinder 3 why tuen sho"ld 
he not make his secret secure against every 30«>i;^genctv of 
the tuture ? 

All the ferocious instincts of tho villain were ^^^awakened 5 
mechanical!y he drew the long knife from liL^ l>oot, and held 
its point over the heart of the unconscious Tiburcio. 

At that moment, a slight quivering of the limbs told that 
the latter still lived. The outlaw raised hi» arm, but ttiB 
t^esitated to strike the blow 
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^ It was just tliiiH," rcHcctod he, '* tlmt 1 stabbed tl.o man 
he called his fatlier— just iu the same way, as lie slept beside 
m^, iu full coufidence of seciirity. I see hiui uow x>ut08tuig 
with me for the life uf this young fellow uiore than half goiia 
I feel at this moment the weight of his body upon my shcul 
ders, just as I felt it when I carried him down to tli6 
liver." 

And the murderer, at these thoughts, in the midille of the 
darkness and solitude, cast around him a look that betrayed 
the teiTOi with which the souvenir still inspired him. 

That terror saved the life of Tiburcio; for the knife wan 
thrust back hito its singidar scabbard, and the villain, seatin<35 
himself beside the recumbent form, thrust his hand under tho 
vest of the young man, and held it over his heart to try 
whether it was still beating. 

In this attitude he remained for a short while — until satis- 
fied that Tiburcio was yet alive. Then a bright thought 
veemed to staille him ; for a voice had spoken to him fiom 
within, stronger than the voice of conscience. It was that of 
personal interest. Cuchillo knew the rare qualities of Tiburcio 
— his talents as a rastreadovj or tracKer—his daring prowesi 
in Indian warfare ; and after some consideration, he resolved 
U) enrol him in the expedition of Don Estevan, to which he 
would no doubt prove of great value. 

" That M'ill be the best plan," said the outlaw, s|K-ikin2 it 
soliloquy. " What would his life be woilh to mo now ? - 
Nothing . and if I wish to have it hereafter- why, tlion 
there >vill be no lack of opportunities. He cannot be oih<jr. 
wise than grateful for what I am going to do for him. But 
et me see how matters stand — of coulse it is thirst that is 
killing him — ^liow lucky I have kept a little water in my can- 
teen I" 

lie now opened the mouth of the dying man, and holding 
ibe neck of the leathern bottle to his Upi^ poured som4 dropf 
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do\m his throat. Tlie water produced an almost m:»tantaD« 
ous re-anlioation, and the young man opened his eyes, but 
soon closed them again. 

"That shows ho is coming round," muttered Cuchillo. 

Twice or thrice he repealed the operation, each time dott 
bling the dose of water. Finally, at the end of half an hour 
or so Tiburcio was sufficiently recovered to be able to raist 
himself up, and to answer the questions put to him by the 
man who was, in reality, the preserver of his life, 

Tiburcio Arellanos was still but a young man ; but the 
sort of life he had led — solitary, and dependent on his o>\ti 
resources— had given to his judgment a precocious maturity. 
He therefore observed a degree of prudence in recounting to 
Cuchillo the death of his adopted mother, to which subject 
the outlaw had guided the conversation. 

" Durmg the twenty -four houi-s that I passed by the death- 
bed of my mother," said Tiburcio, " I quite forgot to attend 
to my horse ; and after all was over I closed the door of the 
cottage, where I never wished to return, and I set out upon 
this journey. The poor animal, so long neglected, became 
feeble on the second day, and fell dead under me ; and, to 
my misfortune, my water bottle was broken m the fall, and 
the water spilled upon the sand. I remained on the spot tUi 
thirst brought on fever, and then 1 strayed away : ai^a after 
wandering about, I know not how long, I fell, as la^ horsa 
had done, expecting never more to lise," 

"I comprehend all that," responded Cuchillo. "Weill it 
is astonishing how people 'v\dll regi-et the death of parents, 
who do not leave them the slightest inhentance !" 

Tiburcio could have told him, that on her death-be«l his 
adopted mother had left him a royal, as well as a terrible 
legacy — the secret of the Golden Valley, and the vengeance 
of the murder of Marcos Arellanos. Both had been confided 
to. htm — the golden secret upon the especial conditions thai 
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Tibnrcio would, if necessary, spend the whole yt hh life ii 
•marching for the assassni. 

Tiburcio apueared to take no notice of CuchiIlo*8 lait 
reflection, and perhaps his discretion proved the saving of hit 
life : for had the outlaw been made sure that he was in pos- 
•esfdon of the secret of the Golden Valley, it is not likely hd 
would have made any further efibrts to save liiin, but the 
raverse. 

" And is that a fact," continued Cuchillo, interrogatively, 
•*that with the exception of a hut which you have aban- 
doned, a horse which has dropped dead between your legs, 
and the garments you cany on your back, that AreflanoH 
and his widow have left you nothing ?" 

** Nothing but the memory of their goodness to me, and a 
leverence for their name.'* 

"Poor Arellanos! I was veiy sorry for him,** said 
Cucliillo, whose hypocrisy had here committed him to an 
unguarded act of impnidence. 

" You knew him then ?" hastily inquired Tiburcio, with 
•oma show of surprise. " He never spoke to me of you !'* 

Cuchillo saw that he had made a mistake, and hastened to 
reply. 

" No, I didn't know him personally. I have only heard 
him much spoken of as a most worthy man, and a fimomi 
gambusino. That is why I was sorry on h 'aring of hit 
ieath. Was it not I who first apprised his widow of the unfor- 
lunate occurrence, having myself heard of it by chance ?" 

Notwithstanding the natural tone in which Cuchillo 
delivered this speech, he was one of those persons of such a 
sinister cotmtenance, that Tiburcio could not help a certain 
feeling of suspicion while regarding it. But by little and 
little the feeling gave way, and the young man's thonghtt 
taking another turn, he remained for some moments buried ' 
'm a ulent reverie. It wa« merely the result of his feeble- 
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nosHi though Cuohillo, ever ready to suspect evil, interprets! 
bb dlence as arising from a difierent cause. 

Juflt then the horse of Cuchillo began to show evident 
Kgns of terror, and the instant after, with his hair standir^ 
on end, he came galloping up to his master as if to poek pr<> 
toction. It was the hour when the desert appears in all iU< 
nocturnal majesty. The howling of the jackals could be 
heard in the distance; but all at ouce a voice rising far 
above all the rest, appeared to give them a signal to be 
i&lent« It was the voice of the American lion. 

"Do you hear it?" inquired Cuchillo of his companion. 

A howl equally loud, but of a different tone, was heard on 
the op|>osite side. " It is the puma and jaguar about to bat- 
tle for the body of your horse, fn end Tiburcio, and wliich- 
cvci* one is conquered may take a fancy to revenge himself 
on us. Suppose you mount behind me, and let us be off?" 

Tiburcio followed the advice ; and notwithstanding the 
double load, the horse of Cuchillo galloped off like an arvowi 
impelled to such swifl course by the growlmg of the fierce 
ftnimalg, th&t for a long Umo could be board, as if Obey were 
ft>llowiiig m the rear« 
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CHATTER Xin. 

▲ STUMBLING HOBBB. 

Wam along the route these sounds accompanieJ the two 
riders— that is, the wailing of the jackals, mingled with the 
more fearful utterance of the great feline denizens of th« 
desert. All at once, however, these noises became stilled, at 
a sound of a far different nature indicated the presence of 
some human being intei-feiing in this scene of the dcseit. It 
was the crack of a gun, but with that quick sharp report 
that distinguishes the detonation of the rifle. 

** A shot I" exclaimed Tiburcio. " But who can be amus^ 
ing himself by hunting at this time of night, and ui the mid- 
dle of such a desert ?** 

"Very Hkely one of those American trappers we see now 
and then at Aiispe, where they come to sell their beaver 
tkhis. Tliese fellows think %a littU of a puma or a jaguar as 
they do of a jackal.'* 

No other noise was afterwards heard to break the hnp ;* 
mg silence of the night. The stars were shining brightly ii? 
Hie blue heaven, and the breeze, that had now bcjcome mucl 
aculer, scarce made the slightest rustling as it passed through 
the branches of the u'on-wood trees. 

** Where are you taking me ?" asked Tiburcio, after an 
bitcrval of silence. 

**To La Poza, where I have some companions who are to 
l»aB8 the night there. To-morrow, if }0u like, on to the 
hacienda of Venarto/* 
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**To the hacienda of Venadol that is jiint n^here I ^ai 
going." 

Had it been daylight, Cucliillo might have seen a thwb 
■u<ldenly redden the cheeks of the young man as he pro* 
tiounccd these words; for it was an affair of the heart, that 
fen spite of all the efforts he had made to resist it, was attract* 
kg him to the hacienda de Venado. The olject of hii 
interest was no other than the daughter of the kacicndaiio 
himself— the young heiress already spoken o£ 

"For what pui*pose were you going there?" inquired 
Cuchillo, in a careless tone. 

This simple question was nevertheless difficult to bt 
answered. His companion was not the man to whom the 
young gambusino could give his confidence. Ho hesitated 
before making reply. 

" I am without resources," said he at length, " and I go to 
Bsk Don Augustin Peiia if he will accept me in the capacity 
of one of his vaqueroaj*^ 

" Tis a poor business you wish to undertake, amigo. To 
expose your life for ever for such paltry pay as you will get 
-—to keep watch at night and run about all the day ; exposed 
to the burning heat of the sun, and by night to the cold— 
for this IS the lot of a vaquero." 

" What can I do ?" replied Tiburcio. " Besides, it is jurt 
the sort of life I have been accustomed to ; have I not alwayi 
been exposed to privations and the solitude of the dficit 
plains? These torn calzoneras and well worn jacket are all 
that are left me — since I have now no longer my poor hoi-so. 
I^etter turn vaquero than he a beggar I" 

" He knows nothing of the secret then," reflected 
Cnchillo, " since ho is laeditating on an employment oi this 
nature." Then raising his voice: — " Ycu are in truth, tlien, 
R complete orphan, amigo ; and have no one to mourn fot 
you if you were to die — except myedC Hare yoo b) 
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eliitQoe heard anything of this grand expedition that is beixi|| 
organized at Tubec ?" 

" Become one ofjt then. To an expedition of this kind i 
rt«ohito young fellow like you would be a valuable ncquiil* 
tion ; and upon your part, an expert gambu8iiio, such as 1 
bncy you must be — from the school in which you have been 
knight — ^raighl make his fortune at a single stroke." 

If he parry this thrust, muttered the or4tlaw to himself, i| 
will be proof positive that he knows nothing about it. 

Guchillo was thus pursuing his investigation with a twe- 
fold object, sounding Tiburcio about the secret, while at the 
same time trying to attach him to the expedition by the 
hope of gain. But cunning as was the out1a\i, he had to do 
with a party that was no sunpleton. Tiburcio prudently 
remained silent. 

"Altliough between, ourselves," continued Cuchillo, "I 
can tell you that I have never been beyond Tubao, yet 1 am 
to be one of the guides of this expedition* Now what say 
you ?" 

" I have my reasons," replied Tiburcio, ** not to engage in 
It without reflection. I therefore demand of ycu twenty -four 
hours to think it over, and then you shall have my answer." 

The expedition, of wliicL this was the tirst news Tiburcio 
kad heard, might, in fiict, ruin or favour hk ou-n nrojets — 
beuce the uncertainty he felt, and which he contrived «o 
^o^erly to conceal by his discreet reserve. 

" Very well," rejoined Cuchillo, " the tiling will keep that 
long." 

And with this the conversation was discontinued. 

Cuchillo, joyed at beit g disembarrassed of his apprchcn- 
•ion about the socret, began carelessly whistling while h« 
spurred forward his horse. The greatest harmony continued 
between these two men, who« though they knew it not, had 
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each a motho of the deadliest hatred one against tlio ^tksr 
Suddenly, as they were thus riding along, the horse thai 
carried tliem stumbled upon the left forereg, and almml 
came to the ground. On tlie instant Tiluiroio leaped do^ A. 
and with eyes flashing fire, cried out in a threatening to\j 
to his astonished companion. 

" You say you have never been beyond I'ubao ? wheic 
did you get this horse, Cuchillo ?" 

"What business of yours, where I got him?'* answered 
the outlaw, surprised by a question to which his conscience 
gave an alarming significance, " and what has my horse to do 
with the interrogatory you have so discourteously i)ut to me?* 

" By the soul of -Arellanos ! I will know ; .or, it' not — " 

Cuchillo gave the spur to his horse, causing him to bound 
to one side — while at the same time he attempted to 
unbuckle the straps that fastened his carbine to the saddle ; 
but Tiburcio sprang after, seized his hand« and held it whUe 
be repeated the question : — 

** How long have you owned this horse ?" 

** There, now ! what curiosity !" answered Cuchillo, with a 
forced smile, " still, since you are so eager to know — ^Lt is — 
it 18 about six weeks since I became his master ; you may 
have^teen me with him, perhaps?" 

In truth it was the first time Tiburcio had seen Cudiillo 
with this horse — that, notwithstandii'g his bad habits of 
stumbling, waa otherwise an excellent animal, and was only 
used by his master on grand occasions. For this very reasof 
Tiburcio ha<f not seen him before. 

The ready lie of the outlaw dissipated, no doubt, certain 
iuspidons that had arisen in the mind of the young man, for 
the latter let go the horseman's wrist, wluch up to thifi time 
he had held in his firm grasp. 

^Pardon me !" said he, " for this radeness; 'jax allow ma 
lo aak yott another question V* 
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*' Ask it I" said Cuchillo, '^ sinoo wo are friends ; in fao^ 
among friends, one question less or more eon make no dii- 
fertwije." 

" Who sold you this horse six weeks ago ?" 

" Por Dios, his owner, of course — a stranger, whoia I did 
BOt know, but who had just arrived from a long journey." 

Cuchiilo repeated these words in a slow and drawlmg 
jsanuer, as if to gain time fyr some bidden purpose. 

"A stranger?" repeated Tiburcio; "pardon me! OM 
more question ?" 

" lias the horse been stolen from you /" asked the outlaw 
in an ironical tone. 

" No — bit let us think no more of my folly — pardon me, 
•enor !" 

" I paidcn you," answered Cuchiilo, in a tone of magna* 
nimiiy^ " the more so," added he mentally, " that you will 
not go much further, you son of a hound !" 

Tiburcio, unsuspecting, was no longer on his guard, and 
the outlaw, profiting by the darkness, had already detached 
his carbine from the saddle. In another moiuent, beyond 
doubt, he would have earned into execution his demoniac 
purpose, had it not been for the appearance of a horscniaa^ 
who was commg at full gallop along the road. Besides the 
b^rso which he rode, the horseman led behind hhu another, 
•addled and bridled. He was evidently a messenger from 
I>on Estevan. 

'* Ah I is it you, Seiior Cuchiilo ?" he cried out, as he rode 
up. ♦ 

** The devil I" grumbled the outlaw, at this ill-tuned inter- 
mption. " Ah I is it you, Seiior Benito ?" he hiquiied, sud^ 
denly changing his tone. 

"Yes. Well, have you saved the man? Don Este/an 
has sent me back to you with a gourd of fresh water, and i 
horse to brin^ him on." 



" IIo li there," replied Cnchillo, pointing to TibaroCoi, wfct 
•food at a little distance, ^^ thanks to me he is flonnd and 
lafo — untU I have a chance of being once more alone iriih 
kim," he muttered, m a tone not intended to be heard. 

" Well, gentlemen," remarked il»o servant, *' we had better 
go on— tte campmg place is not far from hero— wo can soon 
reach it." 

Tiburcio leaped mto the empty saddle, and the three gal- 
loped silently toward the place where the travellers had 
halted — the servant thinking only of reaching it as soon aa 
possible, and going to rest — Cuchillo mentally cursing the 
interruption that had forced him to adjourn his project of 
vengeance — and Tiburcio vainly endeavouring to drive out 
of his mind the suspicion which this curious incidi.'ut had 
aroused. 

In this occupation the throe rode on for about a quarter 
of an hour, until the gleam of fires ahead discovered the 
halting-place of the travellers at La Poaa. Soon aftenrardl 
fi^c4r cazr*^ itself wai i^^*eli*^ 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

ZA POSA. 

Tn place known by the name **La Poia'* was iLe onlf 
ttne, within a circle of many leagneg, where at thia time cf 
the year water conid be fonnd. There was here a natund 
fiateru or well — partly nourished by a springy and partly by 
ram from the skies. It was hollowed at the bottom of a 
fittle crater-shaped valley, only a few paces in circumference^ 
the sloi)ing sides of which served to conduct to the well the 
rain-walcr that fell around. 

The ridges inclosing the little valley were crowned with 
trees of thick frondage, which, nourished by the evaporatiom 
1^ the water, appeared green and vigorous, and protected 
the cistern from the burning rays of the sun. The green 
grass tliOt grew around, the cool shadow of the trees, and 
the fi'^buess of the fur, rendered the weJl of La Poza, m the 
middle of the desert, a delicious little oasis. Besides serv- 
ing tui excellent rcstmg-place for travellers, it was a favount* 
resort of hunters, who used it as a stalking-grouud for 
animais — elks and deer^-as well as jaguars and other fierot 
beiists that in great numbers came to the well to drink. 

At a short distance from the cistern of La Poza commenced 
a tract of thick forest through which ran the path leading to 
the Hacienda 5el Venado. Nearer to the edge of the little 
valley, upon the side of this path, the travellers had kindled 
tn enormous fire, partly to defend themselves fiom the cold 
night air, and partly to frighten off any jaguars or pumai 
ibat might be in the neighborhood of the water* 
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Not far from thU firo tho servauts had placed the oanip> 
bed«i of the Senator and Don Estcvan ; and while a Iarg€ 
■addle of mutton was being roasted for supper, a skin bottle 
of wine was cooling in the fresh water with which Wie trough 
kid been filled. 

After a painful day's march, it was an attractive spectacle 
vHch this scene presented to the eyes of the travellers. 

" Mil s I your halting-place, Tiburcio," said Cuchillo, aa 
Ihey rode, into the camp, and speaking in a tone of pretended 
fricndlmesi. in order to conceal the real rancour which ho 
felt. "Disn-Dunt here, while I go and report your arrival 
to our chief. It is Don Estevan de Arechiza himself undo! 
whose orders we are enrolled ; so, too, may you be, if you 
desire it ; and between ourselves, amigo^ it is the best thing 
you can do." 

Cuchillo fearing that his victim might escape him, now 
wished more than ever that he should join the expedition. 
He jx)inted out Don Estevan and thr Senator seated on their 
camp-beds, and visible m the light of the great fire, while 
Tiburcio was not yet seen by ihem. Cuchillo himself 
advanced toward Don Estevan. 

" I am desirous, Seiior Don Estevan," said he, addressing 
himself to the Si)aniard, " to say two words to your honour, 
with the peimission of his excellency the Senator." 

Don Estevan rose fiom his seat and made a sign to 
r'achillo to accompany nun into one of the dark alleys of the 
11*1^1, the same by which the path entered that led to tho 
Hacieida. 

" You will hardly guess, Senor Don Estevan, who is tlia 
man your generosity has saved — for I have brcught him with 
me safe and sound, as you see ?" 

Without maling answer, Don Estevan took from hii 
purse the piece of gold he had jnomiscd, and handed ii M 
Cuchillo. 
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* It is the young Tib'urcio Arellanos to whom you htre 
given life," continued the outlaw. "As for me I only fol- 
lowed the dictates of my heart ; but it may be that we have 
both done a very foolish action.'* 

"Why that?" asked the Spaniard. "This yo^^ng man 
will be easily watched so long as he is near us ; and I presume 
lie is decided to be one of our expedition ?" 

" He has asked twenty-four hours to refleot upon it.** 

" Do you think he knows anything of—" 

" I have my fears," replied CuchiUo, in a melancholy tone» 
little regarding the lie he was telling, and the purpose of 
which was to render the Spaniard suspicious .)f the man ne 
• had himself vowed to kill. " In any case," continued he, 
with a significant smile,/* we have saved his life, and that 
will servo as Htfor taV^ 

*' What do you mean to say ?'• 

" Only that my conscience assures me it will be perfectly 
tranquil if— if— Carramba !" added he, brusquely — " if I 
«hould send this yotmg fellow to be broiled with his mother, 
in the other world." 

" God forbid that I" exclaimed the Spaniard, in a lively 
lone. "What need ? Admit that he knows all : I shall be 
S) command of a hundred men, and he altogether alone. 
What harm can the fellow do us ? I have no imeasinesi 
about him. I am satisfied, and so must you be." 

*' Oh I I am satisfied if you are," growled Cuchillo, like % 
dog whose master had hindered him from biting some on€^ 
** quite satisfied," he iontinued, " but perhaps hereafter — " 

" I shall see this young man," said the Spaniai'd, inter- 
rupting hnn, and advancing in the direction were Tiburcio 
itooJ, while Cuchillo followed, talking to himself: 

" What the devil possessed him to ask how long I had 
owned my horse? Let me see! the animal stumbled, I 
remember, and it was just then ne dismounted and threat* 

ft 
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ffRcd ino. ] canH understand it, buti I Buspcct irbat I do nol 
understand.*' 

When Arechiza and Cuchillo reached the camp, an excito 
ment was observed among the horses, that gathered around 
the cGpitana^ at a short distance from the fire, and 1o aB 
i^pearance in a state of extreme terror, were uttering a wild 
and continuous neighing. Some danger yet a&r,but which 
the amnials' instincts enabled them to perceive, w^as the 
cause of this sudden siampedo, 

** It is some jaguar they have scented,*' suggested one of 
the domestics. 

" Bah I" replied another, ** the jaguars attack only young 
foals — they wouldn't dare to assault a strong vigoroug 
horse." 

"Do you think so?** demanded the first speaker. "Ask 
Benito here, who, himself, lost a valuable animal taken by 
the jaguars.'* 

Benito, heaiing this reference to himself advanced towards 
the two speakers. 

" One day," he began, " or rather, one night just like this, 
I chanced to be at a distance from the Hacienda del Venado, 
where I was a vaqiiero at the time. I was in seaich of a 
strayed hoi-se, and not finding him, had made up my mind to 
pass the night at the spring of Ojo de Agtia. I tied my 
hoi-se at a good distance off— where there was better grats« 
— and I was sleeping, as a man sleeps after riding twcntj 
leagues, when I was suddenly awakened by all the howling! 
and growlings of the devils. The moon shone so clear you 
might have fancied it daylight. All at once my horse came 
galloping toward me with the lazo hanging round his neck, 
which he had broken at the risk of hanging himself. 

•* * Uere then,' said I, * I shall now ha\e two horses to go 
b search of instead of one." 
•**T had scarce made this reflection, when I observed, undei 



NOCTURNAL VlBlTOHto. tf 

tlM light cf the moon, a superb jaguar boundiiig aftet mf 
horse. Ue scarce appeai'od to touch the ground, and euA 
leap oarried hun forward twenty feet or more. 

**I saw that my poor steed was lost. I listened with 
mziety, but for a while heard nothing. At the end of a quar* 
ler of an hour, however, a terrible roar >» 

The speaker paused, and stood trembling^ 

^ Virgen Santa I^^ cried he, ** that's it I" as the fearful cry 
ct a jaguar at that moment echoed through tiie camp, sno^ 
oeeded by a deathlike stillness, as if both men and animals 
had beeo alike terrified into silence. 



CnATTER XV. 

VOOTUBNAL VlfllTOBS. 

Thx sudden shock occasioned by the perception of a peril 
BO proximate and inmiinent, paralyzed every tongue. Even 
the ex-herdsman himself was silent, and appeared to reflect 
what had best be done to avoid the danger. 

At this instant the voice of Don Estevan broke the tern* 
^rary rilcnce that reigned within the camp. 

•* Get your weapons ready I'* shouted he. 

" It is useless, master,*' rejoined the old vaquero, whose 
^erience among jaguars gave a certain authority to his 
iTcrds, ^*the best thing to be done, is to keep the fire 
a-blaze." 

And saying tiiis, he flung an armful of fagots upon it, which 
being as dry as tinder, at once caught flame — so as to illu- 
mine a large circle around the camp. 

^If they are not choking with thirst,'' s^d Benito, *^ these 
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demons of clarl<ncss will not daro como within the dide ol 
the fire. But, iuJeud, tJiey are often choking with thinti 
^uid then " 

** Then I" interrupted one of the domestics, in a tone oC 
anxiety. 

"Then," continued the herdsman, " then they donH regarcl 
either liglit or fire ; and if we are not determined to defend 
the water against theii* approacli, we liad better get out of 
their way altogether. Those anuna^s ai*e always more thirsty 
than hungiy." 

"How when they have drunk?" asked Baraja, whose 
countenance, under the light of the fire, betrayed consider 
able uneasiness. 

" Why, then they seek to appease their lumger." 

At this moment a second cry from the jaguar was heard, 
but farther off than the first. This was some relief to tlie 
auditory of Benito, who, relying upon bis theory, was satis* 
fied that the animal was not yet at the extreme point of suf- 
fering from thirst. All of them preserved silence — the only 
goimds heard being the crackling of the dry sticks with 
which Baraja kept the fire profusely supplied. 

"Gently there, Baraja I gently!" called out the vaquero, 
" if you consume our stock of fire-wood in that fashion, you 
will soon make an end of it, and, ji^or Dioaf amigo^ youwiU 
have to go to the woods for a fresh supply." 

" There 1 hold your hand," continued he, after a paus6^ 
•* and try to make the fagots last as long as possible, else w« 
may get in darkness and at the mercy of the tiger. He ii 
•ure to come back again bi an hour or two, and far thirstier 
Ihan before." 

If Benito had desired to frighten his companions, he could 
not have succeeded better. The eyes of one and all of them 
were anxiously bent upon the heap of dried sticks that still 
remaiuod by the fire, and which appeared scarcely sufficieni 
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to Uuit for another hour. But there was something so 
eamQst m the tone of the ex-hcrdsiu**!!!, despite the jesting 
way in which he spoke, that lold he was serious in what he 
had said. 

Of coursoy Don Estevan had postponed the interview wftll 
Tibureio ; and the young man, still ignorant that it was ti 
Don EHtevan he really owed his life, did not think of 
•pproaching to offer liim thanks. Moreover, he saw that th« 
moment would be ill-tuned to exchange compliments of cour- 
tesy with the chief of the expedition, and for this reason he 
remained standuig where Cuchillo had left him. 

Nevertheless Don Estevan could not hinder liimself from 
casting an occasional glance in the direction where the yoimg 
man stood — ^though through the obscurity he could make no 
exact observation of his features. 

The silence continued. Don Estevan and the Senator 
remained seated on their cam])-beds, carbine in hand, while 
Benito, surrounded by the other domestics, formed a group 
by the side of the fire. The horses had all approached 
within a few feet of their masters, where they stood tiem- 
bling and breathing loudly fiom their spread nostrils. Their 
behaviour indicated an instinct on their part that the danger 
was not yet over. 

Several minutes passed, in which no human voice brok« 
the silence. In the midst of greatest perils there is som^ 
thing consolatory hi the sound of a man's voice — something 
which makes the danger appear less ; and as if sti uck by thit 
idea, some one asked Benito to continue the narrative of hii 
adventures. 

" I have told you then," resumed the ex-herdsman, " tliHt 
I saw the tiger springing after my horse, and that in the 
chase both disappeared from my sight. The moment after, 
the horse came galloping back ; but I knew that it was hu 
kust gallop, as aoon as by the light of the moon I saw th« 
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terrible rAer that he carried. The jaguar was upon is jAclCt 
ftattened over his shoulders, with the week of the poor honM 
fjiflt between his jaws. 

" They had not gone a dozen paces before I heard a crack 
ling sound — as if some bone had been crushed — and on tbt 
instaut I saw the horse stumble and fall. Both ti^'er ani 
torse rolled over and over in a short but terrible struggle, 
wid then my poor steed lay motionless. 

** For safety I stole away fi*om the dangerous proximity j 
but returning after daylight, I foimd only the half-stripped 
ekeleton of a horse that had carried me for many a long year. 

*' And now, amigo," continued the ex-herdsman, turiimg to 
the man who had first spoken, " do you still think that the 
jaguar attacks only foals ?" 

No one made reply, but Benito's audience turned their 
glances outward from the fire, fearing. that in the circle around 
they might see shining tHe eyes of one of these formidablo 
animals. 

Another interval of silence succeeded to the narrative 
of the vaquero. This Avas broken by the young man 
Tiburcio, who, used to the wild life of the i)lains and forests, 
was very little frightend by the presence of the jag-xiars. 

" If you have a horse," said he, " you need not much foar 
tfie jaguar ; he is sure to take your horse first. Here, we have 
twenty horses and only one tiger." 

**The young man reasons well," rejoined Baraja, reassured 
tjr the observation of Tiburcio, 

" Twenty horses for one tiger — yes," replied Benito; "l>ut 
0app>sc the horses don't choose to remain here. Supposii'g, 
what is likely enough to hai)pen, we have an estampeda—ihe 
horses will be off Now the jaguar knows very well he '^au- 
not overtake a hxyvne unless he does so in the first bound oi 
two. He will not follow the horses then, hut will stay by the 
iraieri and of coarse by us as welL Besid9(\ the jaguars thai 
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hunt by these springs are likely enough to have tasted hunaa 
flesh before now ; and if so, they will not, as the young man 
affirms, prefer the flesh of a horse." 

"Very consoling, that," interupted Cuchillc. 

Benito appeared to be a man fond of the most frightful sug 
gestions, for not contented with what he had already said^ he 
continued — 

** If there be but one jaguar, then he will te satisfied wit a 
one of us, but in case he should chance to be accompanied b} 
his female, then — ^" 

"Then what, by all the devils?" demanded Guchuio. 

" Why then — ^but I don't wish to frighten you." 

" May thunder strike you I Speak out," cried Baraja, s'rf 
fering at the suspense. 

" Why, in that case," coolly added Benito, " the tiger would 
undoubtedly show his gallantry to liis female by killing a paii 
of us." 

" Carramba I" fervently exclaimed Baraja. " I pray the 
Lord that this tiger may be a bachelor," and as he said this 
Se flung a fi'esh annful of fegots on the fire. 

"Gently, amigol gently," interrupted the ex-herdsman, 
lifting off some of the sticks again. " We have yet at least 
six hours of night, and these fagots will scarce serve to keej 
U{) the light for one. Gently, I sayl we have still three 
t-hances of safety; the first that the jaguar may not b^ 
ihh'sty ; the second, that he may content himself with Dne of 
onr horbcs ; and the third, that he may, as you have wished 
It, be a bachelor tiger.'* 

There was no response, and another interval of silence sno- 
oeeded. During this it was some consolation to the travellers 
Vo see the moon, which n6\i^, rising above the hoiizon, lit up 
the plains with her white beams, and flung her silvery efful- 
gence over the trees. From the direction of the woods 
€aun the mournful notes of the great horned owl, and Ui«^) 
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sound of flapping wings, caused by the i amj ire bat, m it 
glided through the aisles of the forest. No othei scondf 
appeared to indicate the presence of living thing oxc#»pi 
those made by the horses or the travellers themselves. 

"Do you think," said Tiburcia, addressing himself te 
Benito, '* that the jaguar is likely to return again ? 1 bari 
known these animals howl at night around my hut, and then 
go off" altogether." 

'" Yes," replied Benito, " that may be when their drinking 
place is left free to them. Here we have intercepted theii 
approach to the water. Besides, here are both men and 
horses — both food and drink in one place ; it is not likely 
they have gone away from a spot that promises to furnish 
them with both. No, I warrant you, they are still in the 
neighbourhood." 

At this moment the cry of the jaguar was heard once more, 
proving the correctness of Benito's judgment. 

"There!" cried he, "just as I said; the beast is nearer 
too— no doubt lus thirst is increasing — ^the more so that he ii 
huidered from approaching the spring. Ha ! do you hear 
that?" 

This exclamation was caused by another roar of the jaguar, 
b'it evidently not the one that had been already frightening 
the travellers — ^for this cry came from the opposite side of th« 
camp. 

"Ave Maria I" screamed Baraja, in anguish, "the tiger 
has a wife !" 

" You speak true," said Benito, " there are two of them, 
and they must be a male and female, since two male jaguars 
never hunt in company." 

" Carrail^^ exclaimed Cuchillo, "may the ievil take me if 
ever I passed a night in the company of such a man as tliii 
old herdsman. He would frighten the liahr off one's head if 
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* After all," said Baraja, "I think there can't be -uch laih 
ger, so long as we have got the homes between us and ihew 
terrible brutos." 

Unhappily, this chance of safety was not to ejJst muck 
longer, for just then the jaguai-s recommenced their growl- 
ing, both of them nearer tlian ever. The eilect upd 
t\i B iioraes was npw exmbit>©d in a complete estwnpedch^ 
for these animals, seeing they could no longer rely upon 
then* masters for protection, preferred trusting to theii 
heels, and one and all of them broke away in a ^^dld gallop. 

As this last chance of security was gone, the old 
vaquero, leaving the fire, approached the spot where Don 
Entevan and the Senator were seated, and thus addressed 
them : — 

"Gentlemen,'* said he, ** prudence requires that you u-ill 
not remain so far fi-om the rest of us. As you perceive there 
is danger on both sides, it will be best that we should all keep 
close together, and as near the fire as possible.'* 

The affrighted look of the Senator offered a striking con 
trast to the c5untenance of Don Estevan, which still preserved 
its calm rigidity. 

**It is good advice thb feithful sciTant gives us," said 
Tragadm'os, rising to do as Benito had suggested. 

" Come, Benito," said Don Estevan, " these are nothing 
bat hunter's stories you have been telling, and you wish It 
fiiahten these novices ? Is it not so?" 

*- As I live, Senor Don Estevan^ 'tis the truth I" 

*' There is a real danger, then ?" 

•* Certain there is, my master!" 

•* Very w^ell, hi that case I shall remain where I am.** 

"Are you m earnest?" asked the frightened Tragaduioe. 

** Quite so— the duty of a leader is to protect his fol* 
lowers," said the Spaniard, proudly, " and that is what J 
1 to do. If the danger is only from the right and left v 
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it appears to bo— I shall guard tLe right here. Tliere are iw< 
bullets in my guu, and with these aud a suro eye, what cart 
1 tor a jagujir. You, Seiior Don Viceute, can take your stand 
on the letl of the (ire, and watch that side. If it appears pia 
dent to you to keep near the men, do so." 

This compromise appeai'ed to the taste of Ti*agadaro8| 
who had no idea of exposing the person of a man who was to 
be the future proprietor of a million of dollars dowry. He 
^lost no. time, therefore, in crossing over to the fire, 
and although he made a feint to keep watch on the 
opposite side from that guai*ded by Don Estevan, he 
took cai*e to remam within a few feet of the group ol 
attendants. 

These dispositions had scarce been completed, when a for- 
midable dialogue was struck up between the two fierce beasti 
tliat were approaching on opposite sides of the camp. Now 
they would utter a hoarse roaring, then a series of screams 
and yells, succeeded by a shi-ill mewing that resembled the 
caterwauling of cats — only louder and more terrific in its 
effect. Though Benito and Tibui-cio knew that all these 
noises were caused by a single pair of tigei*s, the others 
imagined that not less than a dozen must be engaged in the 
frightful chorus. 

The gim of the Senator shook in his hand — Baraja coin* 
mended his soul to all the saints in the Spanish calendar-^ 
Cuchillo clutched his carbine, as if he wo:ild crush it betweei 
Us fingers— while the chief himself cooUj awaited the dtaoae 
tieni of the drama» 
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Bt the light of the fire Don Estevan could ae seeii nalk 
mg in the dbcction whence proceeded the cries of the 
jaguar that was approaching on the right. He appeared calm 
as if going out in search of a deer. Tiburcio, at the aspect 
of the Spanish chie^ felt within him that exultation of sphit 
which danger produces in certain energetic natures ; but his 
dagger was the only weapon he possesed. 

He cast a glance at the double-barrelled gun which 
the Senator held in his hand, and of which the latter was 
likely to make a use more &tal to his companions than to the 
jaguar. 

On his part the Senator cast an envious look upon the safe 
position which Tiburcio occupied — ^ui the centre of the group 
formed by Benito and his companions. Tiburcio read th« 
meaning of this look. 

" Sefior Senator,*' said he, " it is not proper that you should 
expose your life thus — a life valuable to the state. You hav« 
rolatives — a noble family; as for me, if I should bo killed, 
there is no one to care for me.'' 

"The fact is," said the Senator, "if others set upon in j 
Bfe one half the value I put upon it myself my death would 
cause a great deal of unhappiness." 

" Well, senor, suppose we change places ? You give loe 
your gun, and permit me to place my body in front of you af 
t ramuart against the clawa of >he jaguars.'* 
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This proposal was made at the momont when the .wc 
^vernous voices of the ferocions beasts wero heard lo idly 
aLSweriag to one another. Under the impression produced 
by the teriible dialogue, Tiburcio's offer was hastily lO- 
:epted. The Senator took his place ; while the young man, 
iritL sparkling eyes and firm step advanced several paces in 
\iie direction of the forest whence came the cries of the 
jaguar. There he halted to receive the attack that appeared 
inevitable. 

Den Estevan and he appeared motionless as a pair of 
statues. The unequal reflections of the fire gleamed upon 
these two men — whom chance had thus strangely united— 
neither of whom might yield to the other in pride or 
courage. 

^The moment was becoming critical. The two jaguars were 
about to find enemies worthy of them. 

The fire now burnt down threw out only a pale light, 
scarce strong enough to illumine the group that stood near 
its edge. 

At this moment an incident occurred which was likely tc 
cause a change in the situation of affairs. In the midst of an 
interval of silence — ^in which the very stillness itself increased 
the apprehension of the travellers — ^was heard the long lugu- 
brious whine of a prairie wolf. Melanoholy as was this sound 
H was sweet in comparison with the cries of the mere for- 
nidable animals, the jaguars. 

•*The prairie wolf to howl in the presence of the tiger !" 
muttered the ex-herdsman. " Carramba I there's something 
strange about that." 

** But I have heard it said,'* rejoined Tiburcio, " that it is 
tfie habit of the prairie wolf to follow the jaguar when the 
rEtter is in search of prey ?" 

"That is true enough," replied Benito, "but the wolf nevei 
howls so near the tiger, till atler the t>gcr has taken his prey 
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foi ifl bn»y deTonring it. Then his howl is a Ikumlle prayer 
Cf>r the other to leave him something. 

** This is strange," continued the vaquero, as th« prai* 
rie wolf was heard to utter another long whine. " Hark ' 
in ether 1 — yes— another prairie wolf and on the opposite sidf 
kool" 

In fiict) another plaintive whine, exactly resembling the first, 
both in strength and cadence, was heard from a point directly 
opposite. 

** I repeat it,' said Benito, ** prairie wolves would never 
dare to beti*ay themselves thus. I am greatly mistaken if it 
be not creatures of a different species that make this howl- 
ing, and who don't care a straw for the jaguars." 

** What creatures ?" demanded Tiburcio. 

^' Human creatures I" answered the ex-herdsman. Amoil- 
oan hunters from the north." 

** Ti*appers do you mean ?" 

*^ Precisely. There are no people in these parts likely to 
be so fearless of the jaguar, and I am pretty sure that what 
appears to be the call of the prairie wol^ is nothing else than 
a signal uttered by a brace of trappers. They are in pursuit 
of the jaguars ; they have separated, and by these signali 
they acquaint one another of their whereabouts." 

Meanwhile the trappers, if such they were, appeared to 
advance with considerable precaution; for although the 
party by the fire listened attentively, not the slightest noise 
oonld be heard — ^neither the cracking of a branch, nor the 
rustling of a leaf." 

** Hilloa I you by the fire there !" all at once broke out 
from the midst of the darkness a loud rough voice, " we are 
approaching you. Don't bo afraid ; and don't fire your guns!'* 

The voice had a foreign accent, which partly confirmed 
llie truth of the Vaqnero's conjecture, and the appearance <rf 
tbe speaker himself proved it ;o a rertairty. 
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We shall not :<tay to describe the singular a^j-ect of Uw 
new arrival — further than to say that he was a man i»f ber. 
cnlean stature, and accoutred in the most bizarre fashioa 
Ue appeared a sort of giant armed with a rifle — proportioned 
U> his size — that is, having a barrel of thick heavy meta 
nearly six feet in length. 

As he approached the group his sharp eye soon took in th« 
different individuals that composed it ; and rested with a 
latisfied look on the form of Tiburcio. 

** The de^ol take that fire of yours }^ he said abruptly, but 
hi a tone of good-humor. '^ It has frightened away from us 
two of the most beautiful jaguars that ever roamed about 
these deserts.'* 

"Frightened them awayl»> exclaimed Baraja. "Car- 
ramba t I hope that may be true 1'* 

" Will you allow me to put the fire out f " inquii tod thu 
new comer. 

" Put out tlie fire — our only safeguard I" cried the aito> 
niflhed Senator. 

"Tour only safeguard l*' repeated the trapper, equally 
astonished, as he pointed with his finger around hink 
"What! eight men wanting a fire for a safeguard againsi 
two poor tigers I you are surely making game of met'* 

" Who are you, sir f '' demanded Don Estovan, in a haughty 
tone, 

" A hunter — as you see." 

"Himter, ofwhatf'» 

" My comrade and I trap the beaver, hunt the woU^ Uia 
tigar — or an Indian, if need be." 

" Heaven has sent you tlieji to deliver us from these fiero« 
animals," said Cucliillo, shewing himself in front. 

" Not very likely," replied the trapper, whose first impr«« 
non of the outlaw was avidently an unfavourable one^ 
*< Heaven 1 &ncy had nothlt^^ to do with it My comrade 
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mid 1 at about two leagues from here chanced upon a pan 
ther and two jaguars, quai-relling over the body of a dead 
horse." 

•' He was mine," interrupted Tiburdo. 

** Yjurs, young man 1'* continued the trapper, in a toii9 ol 
fttde cordiality. "Well, I am glad to see you hero, for w€ 
thought thit the o^\mer of the horse might be no longer 
auiong the living. The panther we killed, but ihe two 
jaguars made off, and we tracked them hither to the spring, 
which your fire now hinders them from approaching. There* 
fore, if you wish to be rid of these beasts, the sooner you 
put out the fire the better; and you will see how soon we 
shall disembarrass you of their presence.** 

"And your comrade ?" asked Don Estevan, struck with the 
idea of making a brace of valuable recruits. ** Where is he ?*• 

" Ilc'li be here presently ; but to the work, else we must 
leave you to get out of your scra2)e as you best can.'* 

There was a certain authority in the tone and words of the 
trapper — a cool assurance that i)roduced conviction — ^and 
upon his drawing near to put out the fire, Don Estevan did 
not offer to hinder him, but tacitly permitted him to have 
his way. 

In a few seconds the burnt iagots were scattered about 
over the grass, and the cinders quenched by a few bucketi 
rf water drawn from the trough. This done the trapper 
ittwied an imitation of the voice of the coyote; and before 
ts echoes had died away, his companion stepped forward 
ipon the ground. 

Although the second trapper was by no means a man of 
low stature, alongside his companion he appeared only 8 
pigmy, lie was not less strangely accoutred, but in the 
absence of the fire-light liis costume was not sufficiently visi- 
We for its style to be distinguished. Of lum and his Ireti 
we fthall iiereafter ppeak more paiticularly. 
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" At last your devilish fire is out," said ho, as he came tip 
** for the want of wood, no doubt, which none of you dated 
to go fetch." 

"No, that is not the reason," hastily replied the fin4 
ti'apper ; " I got leave from these gentlemen to put it out— 
fo thai we may have an opportunity to rid them of the pr#» 
ence of the tigers." 

**IIuml murmured the Senator; "I feai' we have done 
irrong in letting the fire be put out. Suppose you misa 
them ?" 

** Miss them ! Por Dios I how ?" cried the secoud trapper 
Caspita! If I had not been afraid to frigliten off one of the 
beasts, I could have killed the other long ago. Several 
times I had him at the muzzle of my carbine, when the signal 
of my comrade hindered me from firing. Miss them 
indeed 1" 

" Never mind !" interrupted the great trapper ; " we shall 
end the matter, I have no doubt, by convincmg this gentle- 
man." 

"You already knew, then, that we were here?** said 
Baraja. 

** Of course. We have been two hours involuntarily play- 
ing the spy upon you. Ah 1 I know a part of the country 
where travellers that take no more precautions than you, 
wcTild soon find their heads stripped of the skin. But come^ 
Dorm Hon ! to our work I" 

** What if the jaguars come our way ?" suggested the 
Senator, appi'ehensively. 

** No fear of that," replied the trapper. "Their first oare 
will be to satisfy their thirst, which your fire has hindered 
them from doing. You will hear them howling with joy, as 
ioon as they perceive that the fire is gone out. It was the 
light bhuiing upon the w«iter that frightened them more than 
Ui» presence of men. All they want now is to get a drink." 
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. •* But how do you intend to act ?" inquired Don Ksteyau. 

** IIow do we intend to act ?" repeated the f»econd trap- 
|rer. " That is simple enough. We sliall place ourselves m 
the cistern — the jaguars will come forward to its brink; and 
iheu, if we are only favoured by a blink of the moon, I'll 
Answer for it that in the twinkling of an eye the brutes will 
ft^ither feel hunger nor thirst." 

** Al , this appears very simple I" cried Gachillo, who wai 
b reality astonished at the simplicity of the plan. 

•* Simple as bidding *good bye' to you,'* humorously 
/esponded one of the trappers. " Listen there I — what did I 
lell you ?» 

Two loud roars, as if fi-om a brazen trumpet, were heard 
at the moment. They appeared to proceed from the same 
piiint, provhig that the jaguai-s had joined company ; and 
moreover, proclaimed the joy which the fierce creatures felt 
at tl.o darkness being restored. This was further evident 
fi'oni their repeated sniffing of the air, like horses who afar 
oflf scent with delight the fresh emanations of the water. 

At this the two trappers, leaving the party by the fire, 
betook themselves to the cistern. The moon for a moment 
shining out, glanced upon the barrels of their long rifles ; but 
the next moment they had disappeai-ed behind the ridge that 
•ur rounded the spring. 

No doubt it is a grand pleasure to witness the spectacle of 
4 bull-fight, as the huge bull dashes mto the ring, and, piercod 
Vy the tormentin^j handriUeroSy with a crest erect, and eyi 
Jabhing fire, bounds over the arena. But, if the spccUton 
were not separated from the actors by an impassable barrier> 
the sight would have in it less of enjoyment than of terror. 
Hie combats between men and tigers — wliich the Roniani 
osed to enjoy — must have been a FtiU more exciting specti^ 
die ; but who can doubt that, if the iron railing which sep» 
Iftted the audience from the comdatants had been removed. 
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•oarce one of the former would have remained in the i 
to vritness the sanguinary struggle ? 

Only a shoit space — ^not wider than a j:iguar could haT6 
passed over in a single leap — here separated the spectator! 
from the actors in the drama about to he enacted, Suppoa- 
teg, then, that one of the actors should fail in performing hit 
part, and the spectators have to take his place ? Ilero was 
a situation, exceptional, and fertile in emotions, which most 
of the travellers felt keenly at the moment. 

Meanwhile the tmppera had descended into the little 
erater-like valley of the spring, and there placed themselvei 
in readmess, rifle in hand, to await the approach of their ter- 
rible adversaries. They were both upon their knees, back 
to back, in order that they could keep at the same tune 
under view the whole ch'cumference of the eircle. Both had 
placed their knives in readiness, in case that, by any chance, 
they should either miss their aim, or — what would be almost 
as unlucky — only wound the enemy; for they well knew 
that a wounded jaguar is a more dangerous adversary 
than one that escapes altogether from the touch of tl a 
bullet. 

Fortunately the moon had again appeared ; but being yot 
low down in th^ sky, her beams were not thro^Ti into the 
bottc m cf the v illey — ^an J therefore the trappers Uiemselvei 
wire stilf. inder the shadow. This circumstance was in their 
fc'our. 

Notwithstanding the perilous position in which they had 
thus Vi>luntarily placed themselves, neither made the slight 
est movement ; and the long barrels of their rifles stood 
forth in fiont of them, as motionless as bronze cannon set in 
battery 

They veil knew, in case either should miss uith their fire- 
arms, that a band-to-hand struggle with the ferocious tigen 
would be the result ; a coTi.bat of knives and claws — ^a combat 
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to the dealli. Yes ; at the bottom of that little valley il 
Fould bo necessary for them to conquer or die. Tliejr lxc# 
this without exhibitinr; the slightest show of fear. 
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Il was not long before the spectators, who awcuted tUs 
terrible conflict, perceived the jaguars advancing toward th# 
crest of the ridge. All at once, however, the two made ao 
abrupt pause, uttering a loud roar that seemed to express 
disappointment. They had just scented the presence of the 
two men within the cistera — from which the animals wer> 
now only a few paces distant. 

For a moment both male and female stood together, 
stretching their bodies out to their full length, and lashing 
their flanks with their long sinewy tails. Then, uttering 
another prolonged roar, they bounded simultaneously for* 
ward, passing, at a single leap, over a space of full twenty 
feet. A second sjMing brought them upon the crest of the 
ridge, upon which they had scarce rested an instant, before 
the qiuak sharp crack of a rifle, followed by a yell of agon) 
told that one of them had fallen to the hunter's bullet. 

The second jaguar appeared for the moment to aavi 
em^ped, but not to have retreated. He was seen to launch 
himself into the bottom of the little valley ; and then wae 
beard a confusion of noises — human voices mingling mth the 
howls of the fierco brute ; and the sound of a struggle, as J 
jaguar and htmters were rolling over one another. A second 
report now struck upon the ear, followed as before by thr 
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expiring yv^ll of the tiger, and then succeeJed a profoii»4 
lilence, wliich tokl that the wil I scene was at an end. 

Tlie great trapper was now perceived scrambling up to 
the riilgo — towards which the whole of the travellers ha4 
idvuncod to meet him. 

" Seel" he said, addressing Idmself to his admiricg autU. 
lory, "see what a brace of Kentucky rifles and a good knife 
can do in the hands of those who know how to manage 
them I'» 

The darkcessi however, hindered the spectators from 
making out the tableau which was exhibited at the bottom 
of the little valley. 

A few minutes afterwards the moon lighted up the scene, 
and then could be observed the dead bodies of the two 
tigers, stretched along the gi'ound by the water's edge^ 
wiiilo the other trapper upon his knees was engaged in 
bathing with cold water a long scar, which he had received 
from the claws of the last killed jaguar, and which extended 
from behind his ear nearly down to his waist. Fortunately 
this ugly looking wound was no more than skin deep, and 
therefore not very dangerous. 

^^What signify the sharpest daws compared with the 
■cratch of a knife I" cried he, pointing to the nearest of the 
jaguars, whose upturned belly exhibited a huge out of more 
than a foot in length, and through which the entrails of the 
animal protruded. 

"Can any of you tell us,'» continued he, without thinking 
further about his wound, *^if there is a hacienda in this 
neighbourhood where one might sell these two beautiful 
jaguar skins, as well as the hide of a panther we've got ?" 

" Certainly," replied Benito, '* there is the Hacienda del 
Venado, where we are going. There you may get not only 
6ve dollars apiece for tho skins, but also the bounty of tei 
dollars more.'^ 
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* What say you, Canadian ?" inquired the trappor, addieM 
tag his great comrade. " Will that do ?" 

" Cenainly," replied tlic Canadian, " forty-five dollartt if 
not to be sneezed at ; and when we have had a short nap 
we shall make tracks for the hacienda. We shall be likelj 
\o get there before these gentlemen, whose hor>es have 
tfken a fancy to have a bit of a gallop, and I guess it will bi 
at^me time before they lay hands on them again.*' 

" Don't be uneasy about us I" rejoined the ex-herdsman. 
" It's not the first time I've seen a horse drove stampedoed^ 
nor the first time I've collected them again. I've not quite 
forgotten my old business, and as soon as it is daylight, with 
the permission of the Sciior Don Estcvan, I shall go in scarcli 
uf them." 

No one made any opposition to the rekindling of the fire* 
for the night had grown cooler, and it was not yet midnight. 
Tiic domestics, no longer afraid of going out into the woods, 
collected fresh fligots — enough to last till morning — and 
the preparations for supper, which bad been interrupted by 
the approach of the jaguars, were now continued with 
renewed zeal. 

The blaze soon flared up bright and joyous as ever — the 
broiling muttdi sent forth its delicious odour, sharpening 
fco a keen edge th« appetites of the travellers as they stood 
lU'ound the fire. 

Don Estevan and the Senator now called before them the 
two intrepid hunters, who had rendered them a service thai 
Hdly deserved their thanks. 

** Come hither, brave hunters !" said the Senator, " yoUj 
whose daring behaviour hjis been of such service to us. A 
slice of roast mutton and a cup of Catalonian wine will not 
be out of place, after the rude struggle you have sustained.** 

^' Ugh I'Vsaid the eldest of the trappers, in presenting hil 
i'.hlutic form in front of the fiie^ '^tluowin^ a couple of poof 
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tigers II no great feat. If it had been au affair of a <loieo 
Comancbes, or Pawnees, tliat would bavjj been dKferont. 
llowsoliiever, a chunk of roast mutton is welcome after » 
fight, as well as before one, and we're ready for it with yoni 
permission. Come along, comrade t Uero's some chawin( 
/)r you !" 

•* And you, young man," continued Don Estcvan, address 
^g himself to Tiburcio, who stood at some distance apart| 
** you will also partake of our hospitality ?" 

Tiburcio by a sign accepted the invitation, and approached 
the fire. For the first time his countenance came fairly 
under the light ; and as it did so, the eyes of the Spaniard 
seemed to devour him with their regard. In truth the 
physiognomy of Tiburcio Arellanos was of no ordinary 
character, and woidd have merited observation from one 
less interested in examining it than was Don Estevan 
Arechiza. 

An aquiline nose, black eyes with think dark eyebrows 
and long lashes, and olive complexion — that appeared ahnosi 
white in contrast with the jetty blackness of his beard — but 
above all, the extreme contraction of a thm upper lip, indi- 
cated the countenance of a man of quick resolves and fiery 
passions. A shade of tranquil melancholy over these fea- 
tures, to some extent tempered their half-fierce expression. 

The hair was of a chestnut brown colour, and hung in 
luxuriant curls over a forehead large and of noble outline. 
Broad shoulders, and well -developed limbji denoted a man 
of Eiiropean vigour, whose personal dtrength would be 
oqaal, if occasion required it, to the execution of those pas- 
sionate designs nourished under the tropical skief (if Spani&J) 
America. 

Tibuicio Arellanos was in truth the type of a noble and 
ancient race, transplanted into a country stil! less than half 
dtilized. 
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*Tlie rery forni and boarinir <^f Don Juan dc Med'anaP* 
nmttered Don Estcvan to himself; more tlian half convinced 
that the young mnn before his eyes was the son of him 
irhose name he liad i)ronounced. No one could have read 
kis suspicions^ hidden under the mask of perfect calmnesft. 

There was one Dthor man in tliat group who was struck 
iy the aspect of Tiburcio. This was the liig trapper, who on 
bst sight of tlie young man's face under the light of the fire, 
itarted and closed his eyes, as if lightning had flashed befor€ 
them. Ho «vas about to rush forward, when a second look 
fleemed to convince him he had made a mistake ; and smiling 
at his having done so, he kei)t his place. His eyes then wan^ 
dered around the group of faces that encircled the fire, with 
that scrutinizing glance, that showed a capacity for reading 
the chai-acters of men in their looks. 

Having finished this scrutiny, he called out to his compaiii 
ion, who had not yet got forward : — 

**Come along, partner; or people will say you are ashamed 
to show yourself. Prove to these gentlemen, that you know 
how to enjoy life like other folk." 

** Oh certainly — I am coming — all right, comrade.'* 

And the next moment the younger trapper made hia 
appearance within the circle of light. 

An odd-looking object he appeared, vnih his huge fur cap 
njx>n his head, drawn down in front, so as to cov^r his eyee. 
Mid ^1 old striped cotton handkerchief fitstened over his face 
and throat, in such a manner as to conceal the scar made by 
Uie ebws of the tiger. With the cap and kei chief, tlie 
greater portion of his countenance was masked, leaving visi- 
ble only h!fl mouth, with a double row of grand teeth, that 
p-omiscd to |>ei-form their pwt upon the roast mutton. 

Having reached the fire, he sat down with his back to it 
—so that his half maske«i tace was still farther concealed in 
diAdow —and being suppIMI m well as his comrade, witb 
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a large cut from the joiut) he at once set about saibfying tbl 
appetite of bynger. 

'' Are thore many men of your size and strength wher« 
jrou come from ?" iuquii'ed the Senator, addressing himsolf 
io the largest of the two huntei*s* 

^Z^i Canada,*' answered the latter, ^'I should not bk 
/emarked among others; ask my comrade there 1" 

" He speaks true," grumbled the other, 

" But you are not both from the same country V* said 
Tragaduros. 

** No — my comrade is a native of—*' 

" Of New York State," hastily interposed the younger of 
the two trappers — a reply which astonished the Canadian, 
but which he refrained from contradicting. 

" And what is your calling ?" continued the Senator, inter* 
rogatively. 

" Coureurs des bois^^^ wood-rangers, answered the Cana- 
dian. ^^That is to say, we pass our time in ranging the 
woods, with no other object than to avoid being shut up in 
towns. Alas ! it is a profession likely soon to come to an 
end ; and when we two are gone, the race of wood-rangera 
will run out in America, since neither of us has any sons 
to carry on the business of their father." 

There was a tone of melancholy in the last words of the 
trapper's speech that contrasted strangely with his rude 
manner : something that seemed to evince a ceitain degree 
of regret Don Estevan, noticing this, now entered into the 
conversation. 

** I fear it is a poor business you follow, my brave fellows S 
But if you feel inclined to leave it off for awhile, and take 
e part in an expedition that we are about to set on foot, I caq 
promise to fill your caps with gold dust. What say you ?" 

•*Nol" brisquely responded the younger of the trap 
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•• Each to his own business," added the Canadian. " W« 
we not gohl-seekors. We love to range freely whur© w« 
please, without leader, and without being controlled b»' viy 
one — ui a word, free as the sun or the prairie breeze." 

Th»>je answers were given in a tone so firm and peremp* 
tory tliat the Spaniard saw it would be of no use combating 
Ik lesolution which was evidently not to be shaken, and 
therefore he declined to make any further Orel's. 

Supper was soon over, and each of the travellers set about 
making himself as comfortable as possi?>l6 for the remainder 
of the night. 

In a short time, all, with the exception of Tiburcio, were 
asleep. But Tiburcio was yet a mere youth, an orphan, who 
had, lately lost a mother for whom he had a profound affec* 
tion — ^and above all, Tiburcio was in love — three reasons wh j 
he could not sleep. A deep sadness had possession of his 
spirits. He felt himself in an exceptional situation — his past 
was equally mystenous with his fiiture, 

**0h, my mother! my mother I" murmured he, despidr* 
ingly, to himself, " why did you not tell me who I am !" 

And as he said this he appeared to listen — ^as if the breeze, 
sighing through the leaves, would give a response to hii 
interrogation. Little thought he at the moment that one of 
those men, lying near him under the light of the moon, could 
have given the desired answer-^-could have told him the 
inam^ which he ought to hear. 

Nevertheless, on her death-bed, the widow of Marcoii 
Arellanos had revealed to hun a secret — perhaps almost as 
\»t cresting as that of his birth and parentage. 

The secret of the Golden V?.lley, which had been made 
known to Tiburcio, had opened his eyes to a world of pleas- 
ant dreamsL. A prospect wl ich hitherto had appeared to hira 
only as a chimerical vision, was now viewed by him in the 
light of a reality. A gulf that ^efore seeme i impassal^' 
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wns no*f bridged over as il* by the hand of a.me iMirerfli 
Wry. 

Gold can work such miracles. Had he not m prospect thi 
possession of a rich placer? Would not that enable him U 
overcome all obstacles both of the past and vhe fatura I 
ilight he not, by the puissance of gold, discover who weri 
hLi real parents ? and by the same means, might he not real- 
i«e that sweeter dream that had now for two years hole 
possession of his heail ? 

As he lay upon the ground, kept awake by tl ese hopeiu 
reflections, a vision was passing before his mmd's eye^ It 
was a scene in which were many figures. A gtntleman of 
rich apparel — a young girl his daughter — a train of servants 
all affiighted and in confusion. They have lost their way in 
the middle of the forest, and are unable to extricate them 
selves fi'om the labyrinth of Uianasand thickets that surround 
them. A guide appears in the presence of a yctomg hunter 
who engages to conduct them to the place whither they 
wish to go. That guide is Tiburcio himself, who in liis reverie 
— as in the real scene that occurred just two years Wore — 
scarce observes either the gentlemio in rich apparel nor th« 
attendants that surround him ; b^t only remembers the 
beautifiil dark eyes and raven hair of the young girl. Tibui*- 
cio reassures them of safety, guides them during a journey ol 
I wo days — two days that appeared ]k> bim to pass only loo 
rapidly. 

In his waking dream one scene is forcibly recalled. H« 
remembers a night halt hi the woods. All were asleep 
around him— the attendants upon the grass — the jich gen- 
tleman upon his cloak, and the young girl upon the skiu»of 
a jaguar which the guide himself had supplied. He alone 
remained awake. The moon was shining upon all ; and a 
ielicious perfume from the blossoms of the sweet sassafrai 
frees that grew near, was wafted toward them upon the g^- v 
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il(7 bi 3eso. The btue heaven above appeared in perfect har- 
mony with tlie tranquil scene below. The guide, nitb 
admiring eyes, looked upon that lovely virgin form and ]i» 
tened to the soft broathuig of that innocent bosom. To blm 
t was a moment of delicious anguish. . • • • 

Then the vision changed — the young girl at lengtli reached 
\er h^me, and entered the grand dwelluig of her father. 
There the guide remained a whole week a welcome gurst— 
irunk with love yet not daiing to mise his eyes to tht 
object of his passion. 

Aller wards, too, at the fesuvr^ls of the neighbouring tHI 
lagtjs, a hundred times had he gazed upon her ; but what of 
that? he w)s only a ])oor gambiisino ; and she the daugntai 
of the richoMt proprietor in the province! 

But now — with the secret of the Golden Valley — ^Tiburcio 
•uddonly saw himself powerful and rich ; hope had sprung up 
within Ills bosom ; and amidst the reverie occasioned by 
rhese delightful thoughts, he at last fell asleep. 

It is scarce necessary to add that the yonng gii'l who 
recalled these sweet souvenirs, and who was now mingling 
in his dreams, was the daughter of Don Angustin Peiia, the 
proprietor of the Hacienda del Venado. 

At daybreak the sleej)')rs were awakened by the ringing 
of a bell, and the clatter of hoofs. It was the cavallnda 
ff.iur ling to camp, under the charge of Benito, who h*l 
•J us kept his promise. The travellers were soon upon their 
fe.»t, out it was soon perceived that the two trappers wero 
tkot amongst them . These had gone away without any o»'i 
i»?ving observed their departure I 

The horses being saddled and bndled, and the male« 
packed, the cavalcade continued its journey towards tht 
hacienda — Don Kstevan and the Senator, as before, riding in 
front. 

it WAA aflor suntet before the walls of the Ijicienda wer« 
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doacried fn tbe distance, already assuming a sombri iiui 
under llie last increasing obscurity ot* tlie twiiigiit. Be* 
through the wide forest tract which surroinideil tho haoir 
wida, a well-defined road led in tlie direction of the »l\vciliug, 
which the travellers could follow even in llie darkest uightj 
Uid upon this road the cavalcade was now seen to cater. 

A few minutes before they had passo<l into th# forest frcoi 
tbe open plain, two men were seen standing near tlie cilge d 
t thicket, by which they were hidden from the view of the 
travellers. These men might have been easily recognized 
by their long rifles as strangers to that part of the country 
they were, in faoi, the two trappers, the Canadian and hi« 
comrade, who had that morning so abruptly taken leav3 of 
the camp. 

" You must have been deceived by some accidental resem- 
blance," said the Canadian to his companion. 

" No," replied the latter ; " I am sure it is ho. Twent] 
years have not made much change either in his face or figure^ 
His voice is just the same as it was when I was the coast* 
guard, Pep6 the Sleeper, My eyes and ears are as good a« 
they were then, and I assure you, Bois-Ilose, that he's thi 
veiy man." 

"Strange enough," answered Bois-Roso (for the great 
Canadian trapper was no other than Bois-Rose lumsolf). 
*' After all, one is more likely to meet an enemy he is ii 
ficarch of than a friend. It may be the same." 

^^ As he finished this spe^jh, tke Canadian, leaning apoK 
bis long rifle, stood looking after the cavalcade, which ^«ii 
just disappearing into tb9 ^orest road that led to the haci» 
enda. 

After remaining a few minutes in this position, the twc 
trappei-s turaed back again into \he forest, and soon disMip 
p«ire4 onder the shadows of the treec 
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CHATTER XVIIL 

THB nA.CISNDA. DSI fZN^DO. 

Tn Hacienda del Yenado — like all buildings of ihk kiud 
iitiiated upon the Indian frontier, and of course exposed tc 
the attacks of the savagccH-'n'aa a species of citadel, as weU 
•8 a country dwelling-house. Built with sun-dried bricks and 
hewn stone, crowned by a crenelled parapet, and defended 
by huge, massive doors, it could have sustained a siege 
from an enemy more expert in strategy than tlie tribe of 
Apaches who were its neighbours. 

At one corner stood a tower of moderate height, which 
crowned the chapel belonging to the hacienda, serving foi 
the great clock as well as for a belfry. In case the princii)a] 
part of the building should be forced, this tower would 
answer for an asylum almost impregnable. 

Finally, a strong stockade, composed of trunks of the pah 
mettOj completely encircled the building; within which 
enclosure were the quartei-s destined for the domestics of the 
hacienda — as also for the herdsmen, and such ordinary guesti 
as from time to time came to seek a passing hospitality. Oat» 
ide this privileged enclosure Tas a group of from twenty to 
thirty huts, composing a species of little village. These 
were inljabitcd by the day-labourers (peons) and their fami- 
lies attached to the hacienda — who, in case of danger, would 
escape within the enclosure for safety and protection. 

Such was the Uacienda del Ve'^iado. The proprietoi| 
Don Aiignstiu Peiia, was a man of great opulence. In addi- 
tion to a rich gold mine which he worked, at no great dii* 



THV WOOD-U^NGERfl. 

tance off, he was the owner of countless hei is of horses^ 
mules, and cattle, that in a half wild state roanaed over the 
vast savannahs and forests that constituted the twenty 
leag les of land belonging to the hacienda. Such a vast tract 
>f territory belonging to one man is by no means a rare thing 
(d noithem Mexico. 

At this time Don Augustin was a widower, and hi* fiirti!; 
scnsisted of only one daughter — the young girl ahead jf 
introduced to the reader. Considering the inunense heritage 
that the Dona Rosario — or, as she was more gracefully called, 
Rosarita — was likely to briiig to whoever should become ht r 
husband, it was natural that an alliance with Don Augustin 
should be the object of many an ambition ; in fact her beauty 
without the grand fortune — which, at her father's di.*ath, she 
was to become mistress of— would of itself have been enough 
to have challenged a crowd of pretendera to her hand. 

The Andalusian t}7)e has lost nothing in the northern 
provinces of Mexico. Its purity of outline fa there associate?! 
with freshness of colour, and this happy mixture of graces 
was exhibited in the beautiful countenance of Rosarita. We 
nave described her with black eyes and hair of raven hue; 
but hers was a beauty that words can but f.iintly portray, 
and about which all description would be su|>eriluous. 

And this lovely creature bloomed in the very midst of the 
desert, like the flower of the cactus which blossoms an<l fadei 
under the eye of God alone 

The immense plain in the midst of which stood tho 
Hacienda del Yenado, presented a double asi)ect. In fiont 
of the house only did the ground show any traces of cultiva- 
tion. On that side fields of Indian com and vast olive plant* 
•tions denoted the presence and skilful labour of man. 

Bchuid the hacienda — at some hundred paces distanci 
from the stockade — the clearing ended, and thence extended 
the virgin forest in all iti lombre and prinudve m^etty. 
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The cultivated ground was intersected by a considerable 
pitream of water. During the dry season it ran gently and 
silently along, but in the season of rain it would suddenly 
change into an impetuous torrent that inundated the whole 
plain, bcanng huge rocks along in its current, and erery 
year widening its channel. 

Perhaps the most powerful of Arab chiefi, the riokeit 
patiiarch of ancient times, never counted such superb and 
namerous herds as roamed over the pasturage of the llacienda 
del Venado. 

About an hour before sunset— on that same day on which 
the travellers departed from La Poza — ^two men, one on 
Wseback, the other mounted on a mule, were seen travera- 
mg the i>lain in the direction of the hacienda. Both horsa 
and mule were each a splendid specimen of his kind — ^tlie 
horse with fiery eye, broad chest, and curving, swan-like 
neck, was scarce more to be admired than the mule, that 
with fine, delicate limbs, rounded flanks, and shining coat, 
walked side by side with liim. 

This horseman was the master of the hadenda, Don Aiigu» 
tin Peila. HLs costume consisted of a hat of Guayaquil grass, 
a shirt of the finest cambric, an embroidered vest, and silk 
velvet j^antaloons fastened down the sides with largo buttons 
of gold. 

His companion, the rider of the mule, was the chaplam of 
the hacienda, a reverend Franciscan monk in a soit of half 
r^nvent costume. This consisted of av ample blue &rocA 
confined around the waist with a thick cord of silk, the ta» 
lels of which hung down below his knees. Beneath this 
appeared a pair of large riding-boots heavily spurred. Upon 
oin head a grey beaver somewhat jauntily set, gave to tha 
Franciscan an appearance rather soldier-like than monastic 

The hacieudado appeared to be regarding with a look of 
l^de Ms rich possesaious — extending beyond view on rFer| 



• JM THE WOOD-SAKOSMk 

siio of him — as if he was reflecting how much thifl kind ol 
wealth was superior to golden ingots shut idly in a chest j 
' while the monk seemed to he absorbed in some rrofounJ 
feyerie. 

*^Bj St. Julian! the patron saint of travellers!'* said Don 
Augustin, breaking silence, **you have been more thac 
twenty-four hours absent! I was afraid, reverend fether, 
ihat some jaguar had swaUowed both you and your mole.'* 

*'Man proposes, and God disposes,'' replied the monk 
•* Wlien I took my departure from the hacienda, I did not 
exj^ecl to be gone more than a few hours — ^giving Christian 
burial to poor Joaquin^ that had been killed by one of the 
bulls— but just as I had blessed the earth where they had 
bulled him, a young man came galloping up like a thunder- 
bolt, both himself and horse all of a sweat, to beg that I 
would go along with him and confess his mother who was 
upon her death-bed. Only ten leagues he said it was, and I 
should have been glad for a pretext to g«t off from such a 
difficult turn of duty; but at the earnest entreaty of the 
young fellow, and knowing who he was, I could not refuse 
-him. Who do you think he was ?" 

" How should I know ?" replied the haciendado. 

^ Tiburcio, the adopted son of the famous gambusnc, 
Marcos Arellanos." 

"Howl his mother dead I I am sorry. Ho is a brav« 
f outh, and I have not forgotten the service he once did m^ 
But for him we should all have been dead of thirst, mj 
iaughti r, my people, and myself. If he is left without 
fpsources, I hope you have said to him that he mil find a 
Welcome at the Hacienda del Venado." 

" No — I have not," replied the monk, 

** And why?" 

♦* Because this young fellow is desperately in love witil 
four daughter it is my duty to toll >ou so." 
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" \VTiat signifies that, so long as my daughter doea not 
love him?'» replied Don Augustin. ''And if she did, where 
would she find a man possessing higher physical or- moral 
qualities than this same Tiburcio ? I never dreamt of havinjp 
for my son-in-law any other than an intelligent man, bra': 3 
enough to defend the frontier against these hordes of savage 
Indians, and just such a man is young Arellanos. But ia 
truth I forget myself I have this day designed for Rosarita 
% husband of a more exalted station," 

"And it may be that you have done wi'ong," rejoined the 
monk, in a serious tone; "from what I suspect — ^in fact, 
what I may say I know — ^this Tiburcio might make a more 
vaUiable son-in-law than you imagine." 

"It's too late then," said Don Augustin. "I have given 
my word, and I cannot retract it." 

"It is just about this matter I wish to speak to you, if you 
have time to hear me." 

At this moment the two horsemen having passed the 
stockade, had arrived at the foot of the stone stairway — 
which led up to the portico, and thence into the grand saJa 
of the hacienda — ^and while dismounting, their dialogue waa 
bterrupted. 

This sola was a large room, which, according to the prac- 
tice in hot countries, was so arranged as to be continually 
kept cool by a current of air passing lengthwise through its 
whole extent. Fine Chinese mats covered the floor, while 
ri.»vhly painted window-blinds prevented the rays of tiie pun 
/rom entering the apartment. The walls, wliitoued with 
itucco, were adorned with rare illuminated paiiitiuga oct i" 
gold frames, some leathern chairs called butacas, several 
gide tables — upon one of which stood a silver brazero filled 
with red cindei-s of charcoal— these, with a fauteuil or two| 
and a mahogany couch of Anglo-American manufacture, com 
pleted the furniture of the apartment. 
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Upon a table of i)olished balsam- wood st^od Bovorai poron 
Jarg coutaining water; beside them, on a largo silver waiter, 
were confections of several kinds ; wliile heaped upon othei 
dishes, also of solid silver, were fruits both of the tropic and 
temperate climes — oranges, granadillas, limes, and pitay^a^ 
here brougbk together to tempt the appetite or assuage thf 
thirst. 

The appearance of these preparations denoted that Doa 
Angustin expected company. As soon as they had entered 
within the sala, the monk, obsening the well garnished 
tables, inquired if such was the case. 

** Yes," answered the haciendado, " Don Estcvan de Ar^ 
chiza has sent me word that ho will arrive this evening with 
a somewhat numerous train, and I have taken measures to 
entertain a guest of such importance. But you say you wish 
to speak to me about some business — what is it Fi iar Josi 
Maria ?'» 

The two now sat down, each choosing an easy chair, and 
while Don Augustin was lighting a cigar the monk com- 
menced speaking as follo^ii : 

*^ I found the old woman seated upon a bank outside the 
door of her hut, whither she had dragged herself to look 
out for my arrival. * Bless you, good father I' said she, ^ you 
nave arrived in time to receive my bst confessioiu Bui 
while you rest a little, I wish you to listen to what I am 
going to say to him whom I have always treated as my ows 
child, and to whom I intend to leave a legacy of voar 
geance.* ** 

" What 4 holy father 1" interrupted Don Augustin, ** surely 
you did not permit this infraction of Qod*s law, who says, 
vengeance belongs only to him /" 

" Wliy not ?" replied tte monk. " In these deserts, whftr» 
neither laws nor tribunals ex'jit, every *nan must be hia ow 
ivenuer." 



fFUk this strange apology for his conduct, the monk tout 
tEUiaed: 

^ I sat down and listened to what she had to say to tbk 
adopted son. It was this : — ' Tour father was not killed by 
the Indians, as we were led to believe. It was his con^ 
panion who murdered him — ^for the purpose of being the sole 
possessor of a secret, which I shall presently disclose— but to 
yoa only, Marcos.' 

^ *6od alone knows who this man was,' said Tibordo^ ^ li# 
alone knows him.' 

^ <ne only i' cried the dying woman, with an air of dis- 
dain. * Is this the language of a man f When the Indians 
come to steal his cattle fi*om the vaquero, docs he sit stiU 
and say : God ordy can prevent them 7 No ! — with his eye 
bent, and his hand ready, ho follows upon their ti^aces, till he 
has recovered his herds, or perished in the attempt^ Go you 
and do as the vaquero I Track out the assassin of your 
father. That is the last wish of her who nourished you, and 
nas never failed in her affection.' 

^ *' I shall obey you, my mother,' answered the young man, 
m a firm voice. 

^^ * Listen, then, what I have got to say I' continued the 
widow. * The murder of Arellanos is no longer a suppoa- 
tiou, but a reality. I have it from a herdsman who camo 
from the country beyond Tubac. Some days before, ho had 
met two travellers. One was your &ther Marcos ; the other 
was a stranger to him. The hordsman was' travelling on tlio 
aame route, and followed them at some distance behind. At 
t place where ceilain signs showed that the two travellers 
had made their bivouac, the herdsman had found the traces 
of a terrible stmggle. The grass was bent down, and satu- 
rated with blood. There were tracks of blood leading to a 
precipice that hung over a stream of water ,• and most likely 
0¥ftr this the victim was precipitated. This victim must 
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tmre been Marcos; for the herdsman was alle to SoXlow ik% 
trail of the murderer by the tracks of his horse ; and a littlt 
further on he noticed where the hoi*se had stumbled on th« 
left fore leg. The assassin himself must have been wounded 
m the struggle, for the herdsman could tell by Lis tradtt 
eading to the precipice, that he had limped on one leg.' " 

Don Augustin listened with attention to this acconnV- 
proving the wonderlul sagacity of his countryraen, of which 
he had almost every day some new proo£ The monk went 
on with his narration. 

"'Swear tlien, Tiburcio, to avenge your father I' con- 
tinued the dying woman. — * Swear it, and I promise to make 
you sm rich as the proudest in the land; rich enough to bend 
to your wishes the most powerful — even the daughter oi 
Augustin Pena, for whom your passion haa not escaped me. 
This day you may aspire to her hand without being deemed 
foolish ; for I tell you, you are as rich 6S her own £ither. 
Swear thep, to pm*sue to the death the murderer of Arel- 
lanos ?' 

** * I swear it,' rejoined Tiburcio, with a solemn gestarOv 

" Upon this, the dying woman placed in the hands of the 
young man a piece of paper — upon which Arellanos, before 
leaving his home for the Inst time, hud traced the route of his 
intended journey. 

** ' With the treasure which that paper will enable you to 
find,' continued the dying woman, * you will have geld 
enough to corrupt the daughter of a viceroy, if you wish it. 
Meanwhile, my child, leave me for a while to confess to this 
holy man : a son should not always hear the confession of hifi 
mother.' " 

The monk, in a few more words, related the closing scene 
of the widow's death, and then finished by saying : — 

** Now, Den Augustin — you perceive my reason for say- 
fcigthat this young fellow, whatever maybe his family, u 
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Bit iJ^B liia likclj to make a good match for the Dofia Roaa* 
rita.»» 

** I agree unth you,** responded the liacicndado; ^* LaV, m 
I have said to you, my word is given to Don Estevan de Are 
chisa.'' 

^ What I" exclaimed the monk, ^ this Spaniard to be your 
son-in-law 1" 
» D(Hi Augustin smiled mysteriously as he replied : — 

^^Hel no, good Fray Jos£, not he, but anothei. Dot 
Bstcvan does not wish this allianoe.*' 

^^Caspita!'' exclauued the monk. ^^Does he think it 
beneath him?" 

^It may be he has the i*ight to think so,** added Doo 
Augustin, again smiling mysteriously. 

^ But who is this man ?" inquired the monk, with an air ol 
surprise. 

Just as Don Augustin was about to reply, s sex rani 
entered the scUa. 

** Sefior Don Augustin," said the servant, " there are two 
travellers at the gate, who beg of you to give tliem a night's 
fedging. One of them says that he is known to you." 

"Bid them welcome,!'' replied the haciendado, **an* lei 
them enttsr. ' Whether they are known to me or no^ twi- 
guests more or less will be nothing here.'' 

A few seconds after, the two travellers had adviiuced to 
the foot of the stone stairway, where they stood awaitlrg 
tho presence of the master of the house. 

One of them was a man of about thirty yeais of age--* 
«ihose open oountenance and high forehead denoted cour* 
ge, combined with intelligence. Sis figure presented an 
appearance of strength and vigorous actirity, and he was 
•omowhat elegantly dressed — ^though wLhout any signs oi 
foppery. 
** Abt is it yon, Pedrc Dias?" oriei Don Aagustin, recoi( 
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ttizing him. *^ Are thcro any Indians to be eiierminaiedy 
ttnc».e I (ind you coniiiig into tlieso Bolitudes of ours?", 

l^tMlro Diaz was, in tnith, known as the most celebrate<| 
Astcr and hunter of Indians in the whole province — Whence 
Ibe strange salutation with which Don Angustin received 
Urn. 

" Before answciing you, Seflor Don Augustin, permit me 
io introduce to yon the king of gamhuainoa and prince V>i 
mrsicians, the Senor Don Diego Orochc, who scents a placer 
of gold as a hound would a deer, and who plays upon the 
mandolin as only he can play. 

'riie individual presented under the name of Orocho^ 
solemnly sainted the haciendado. 

It must have been a long time since the prince of ganibu 
niios had found an opportunity to exercise the subtle talent 
of which his companion spoke — or else the cards had been of 
late unlucky — for his outward man presented an appearance 
that was scarcely more than comfortable. 

In reaching bis hand to his hat, it was not necessary for 
him to disarrange the fiJds of his clonk. It only required 
that he should choose one of the numerous rents that 
ip]>earcd in this garmem, to pass through it his long-clawed 
fingers — whose length and thinness denoted him a player on 
the mandolin. In reality, he carried one of these instru- 
ments slimg over his shouldera. 

Don Augustin invited both Diai and his fdngular ccm^ 
p«nion to enter. When they were seated in the saloon^ 
IMac began the conversation. 

**We have heard,'» said he, "of an expedition being go». 
op at Arispe to proceed to Apacheria ; and this gentleman 
and I are on our way -to take part in it. Your hacienda, 
8ei\or Don Augustin, chanced to lie in our way, and we hav% 
entered to ask your permission to lodge here for the night 
By daybreak we shall continue our route for Arisfe.'' 



••Ton will not have tc go so far,** replied Dor Augustin 
W^th a smile. *' The expedition is already on foot, and 1 
ex|»ect the leader of it here this very night. He wiU bo glad 
of >our services, I guarantee you, and it will save you scto 
ral da/s' jouniey." 

" A ii^tracle in our fevor I" exclaimed Diaz ; " and I tliant 
Qod for i>e lucky coincidence." 

"The thjrst of gold has caught you also, Pedro Diaxf* 
asked Don -tiugustin, smfling significantly. 

*• No, than* ^od !" replied Diaz, " nothing of the sort. 1 
leave the searcnKig for gold to experienced gambusinos, such 
as the Sefior OroiAe here. No — you know well that I have 
no other passion thjm hatred for the ferocious savages who 
have done so much \!\ towards me and mine. It is only 
because I hope througS this expedition once more to carry 
steel and fire into their ii^dst, that I take any part it.** 

" It is right," sjdd the ^aciendado, who like all dwellei'S 
U])0U the frontiers exposed ^ Indian incursions, nourished in 
Ills heai*t a hatred for the n^ivages almost equal to that oi 
Diaz himself. "I approve vf your sentiments, Don Pedi*o 
Diaz ; and if you will permit ae to ofier you a gage of mine, 
I beg you will accept from me the present of a horse I 
have — one that will carry yob to your satisfection. I promise 
you that the Indian you puttfue, while on his back, will re* 
quire to go as fast as the wino itself if you do t ot overtake 
hhn." 

** He shall be my war hoi^e," exckumed Diaz, his cyei 
ijiarkling with pleasure at the gift. " I shall ornament hiA 
crest with Indian scalps, in honour of him who gave him to 
me." 

" 1 cannot di\ane what has delayed Don Estevan," said the 
haciendado, changing the subject of coi versation. "H« 
should have been hero three hours before this, that is, if he 
passed the uight at La Poza." ^ 
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Dt>D Augiistin liad scaroi finif^hed his speech when \ saddcs 
atid graceful apparition glided into the saloon. It was hif 
daughter, the beautiful Rosarita. 

As if the expected calvacade only awaited her presence, th« 
clattering of hoofs at the same instant was heard outsido • 
Bnd by the light of the torches which the domestics had car- 
ried out, Don Estevan and his suite could be seen riding up 
io the entrance of the hacienda. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

BOSARITA. 

On the route ii'om La Poza it had fallen to the lot of 
Cucliillo and Tiburcio to ride side by side, but for all this 
few words had passed between them. Although Cuchillo 
had not the slightest idea of renouncing his dire design, he 
continued to hide his thoughts under an air of good humoui'— 
which when need be he knew how to assume. He had made 
several attempts to read the thoughts of the young gambu- 
sino, but the latter was on his guard, seeking in his turn to 
identify Cuchillo with the assassin of his father. No oppoi> 
tiinity offered, however ; and in this game of mutual espioHi 
ige, neither had the advantage. Neveilheless, an instinctive 
and mutual hatred becan^e established between the two, and 
before the day's journey was over, each regarded the other 
as a mortal foe. Cuchillo was more than ever determined to 
execute his hellish purpose — since a crime lessoi more would 
be nothing to him — while Tiburcio, keenly remembering the 
oiith which he had made to his adopted mother, was resolved 
•n keeping; it. and only await-ad the tim« when he should b^ 



•are of the assasan. We need scarcel/ add that nburcio, 
in the accomplishment of his vow, had no thought of j»laving 
the assassin. No. Whenever and wherever the murderer 
•hould be found, he was to die by Tiburcio's h«nd ; but only 
in fair and open fight. 

But there were other painful reflections that occupiel 
Tiburcio's mind during the journey. The nearer he ap- 
proached the object of his love the greater seemed to be the 
distance between them. Though a man may hope to obtait 
what he only wishes for in a moderate way, yet when any^ 
thing is ardently yearned after, the obstacles appear insur 
mountable. Uence the secret of many a heroic resolutioUi 
When Tiburcio was reclining by the well of La Poza, hia 
Bweet dream hindered him from thinking of these obstacles ; 
but now that the journey was nearly ended, and he drew 
near to the grand hacienda, his spmts fell, and a feeling of 
hopelessness took possession of his soul. Hence it was that 
he foiined the resolution to put an end to the pauiful sus* 
pense, which he had now a long time endui-ed ; and that very 
night, if possible, he intended to ascertain his position in the 
eyes of Dona Rosarita. Come what might, he resolved to 
ask that question, whose answer might render him at onc« 
the happiest or the most miserable of men. 

When Tiburcio had first met Dona Rosarita, with hef 
father and his servants, in the depth of the forest, he knew 
nothing of the rank of the paily thus wandeiing astray. 
Even dui-ing the two happy days in which he acted as theix 
jruide, he was ignorant of the name of the beautiful young 
gbl, to whom his eyes and his heait rendered a cortinuaJ 
homage. He therefore permitted himself to indulge in those 
pleasant dreams whieh have theii* origin in a hcpeful love, 
It was only after he had learned the quality of his fellow 
travellers — ^that the young lady was the daughter -^f the 
opoleut proprietor, Don Augustin Peii%— it wag only on 
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48ccrt{iiiiing this that Tiburcio perceived the folly if his Mpl 
rations, and the distance that lay between him and the objed 
of his love. If then the secret, so unexpectedly revealed to 
hhn, had given him a desire for the possession of riches, i| 
was not for the sake of being rich. No ; a nobler object in- 
•pired him — one more in keeping with his poetic character. 
He desired riches only that with them he might bridge ovei 
Ihe chasm that separated him from Rosarita. 

Unhappily he could not hide from himself the too eyidenl 
fSstct that he was not the sole possessor of the secret. 

AH at once it occurred to him, that the expedition to 
which he found himself thus accidentally attached, could 
have no other object than this very placer of the Golden 
Valley. Most likely the very man who shared the secret 
with him — ^the murderer of Marcos Arellanos — was among 
the men enrolled under the orders of the chief Don Estevan. 
The ambiguous questioning of Cuchillo, his comprehension 
of events, the stumbling of his horse, with other slighter 
indications, appeared to throw some light upon the obscurity 
of Tiburcio's conjectures ; but not enough. How was ho 
(Tiburcio) to arrive at a complete understanding ? 

A still more painful uncertainty pressed upon his spirit, ai 
they approached the dwelling of Don Augustin. What 
reception would he meet with from Doila Rosarita ? he, s 
poor gambusino — without resources, without family — poorly 
dressed even — a mere follower, confounded with the com- 
mon mol of adventurers who composed the expedition f 
Bad presentiments were passing in his mind, as the cava!* 
cade, of which he foi-med so humble an appendage urriv^d 
it the palisade enclosure of the hacienda. 

The gates were soon open to receive them; and the 
moment after Don Augustin himself welcomed the travellers 
at the front entrance of the mansion. With that ease and 
elegance, almost peculiar to Spanish manners, he received 
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Don Kstovan and tho Senator, while the cordiality with 
which ho welcome 1 Tiburdo appeared to tne young man n 
happy omen. 

The travellers all didmountodi Cuchillo remained outsidt 
—partly out of rsspect to his chief and partly to look aflei 
his horse. As to Tiburcio, he had not the same motives foi 
acting thus, and therefore entered along with Don Estevan 
and Tragaduros, his face pale and his heart beating audibly. 

The room into which they had been shOAvn was the grand 
Bala already described, and in which certain prci>aratious had 
been made for a magnificent banquet But Tiburcio saw 
nothing of all this. His eyes beheld only one object — ^for 
there stood a beautiful girl whose lips rendered paler the 
cai-nalion red of the granadiUas, and the hue of whose cheeks 
eclipsed the rosy tint of the sandiaSy scattered profusely 
9vcr the tables. It was Rosarita herself. A silken scarf 
covered her head, permitting the thick plaits of her dark 
hair to shine through its translucent texture, and just encir- 
cling the outline of her oval face. This scarf, lianging do\vn 
below the waist, but half-concealed her white rounded arms, 
and only partially hindered the view of a figure of *^e most 
elegantly voluptuous tournure. Around her waist mother 
scarf of bright scarlet formed a son ot cincture or b^^It, leav- 
ing its long fringed ends to hang over the skirt of her silken 
robe, and blending Hs colours with those of the light veii 
that fell down from her shoulders. It was a costume thai 
■cemed well-suited to her striking beauty, and the effect of 
the coup d'oeil upon the heart of poor Tiburcio was at onon 
pleasant and embanassing. 

Notwithstanding the gracious smile with which she 
fo.knowledged his presence, there was a certain hauteut 
iiboat the proffered welcome — as if it was a mere expression 
ff gratitude for the service he had formerly rendered. 

Tih'ivcio observed this wilb a fooling of chagrin ; an^ 
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■ighed as he contrasted her cold formaHty of speech, with 
the abandon and freedom of their former relations. But h€ 
ccnld not help noticing a still greater contrast when Iw 
looked at his own poor garments, and compared them with 
^ie elegant costumes of his two travellmg companions. 

While Don Estevan was entertaining his host with some 
account of what had happened on their journey, the Senator 
appeared to have eyes only for the beautiful Rosarita — upon 
whom he was not slow in lavishing a string of empty compli- 
ments. 

The young girl appeared to Tiburcio to receive these 
compliments with a smile very different from that she had 
accorded to himself; he also observed, ^vith a feeling of bit- 
terness, the superior easiness of manner in which those whom 
he regarded as his rivals addressed themselves to her. 
With anguish he noticed the colour become more vivid upon 
her cheeks; while the heaving of her bosom, as the scarf 
rose and fell in regular vibrations, did not escape the keen 
glance of jealousy. In fact the young girl appeared to 
receive pleasure from these gallantries, like a village belle 
who listens to the flatteries of some grand lord, at the same 
time that a voice from within whispers her that the sweet 
compliments she is receiving are also merited. 

Don Estevan was not unobseiTant of this by-play that WM 
passing around him. He easily read in the expressive lookf 
of Tiburcio the secret of his heaii;, and involuntarily con- 
trasted the manly beauty of the young man with the ordinary 
face and figure of the Senator. As if from this he appre- 
hended some obstacle to his secret projects, more than once 
his dark eyebrows became contracted, and his eyes shorn 
with a sombre fire. 

By little and little he ceased to take part in the conversa* 
tion, and at length appeared wrapped in a profound medita 
don, Iiisensibly also an air of melancholy stole over tht 
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teatnres of JRosarita. As for Don Augnstin and the Senatof 
they appeared at once to be on good terms with each other j 
and carried on the conversation without permitting it to flag 
for a moment. 

Jnst then Cuchillo, accompanied by Baraja, entered t« 
pay their respects to the master of the hacienda. Their 
entrance within the sala of course created some slight disar* 
rangement in the tableaux of the dramatis personce already 
there. This confusion gave Tiburcio an opportunity to carry 
out a desperate resolution he had formed, and profiting by 
It, he advanced nearer to Rosarita, 

" I will give my life," said he to her in a side whisper, 
** for one moment alone with you. I wish to speak of an 
affair of the highest importance." 

The young girl regarded him for a moment with an air of 
astonishment, further expressed by a disdainful movement of 
«,he lip; although, considering their former relations, and 
also the free familianty of Mexican manners, she might have 
been expected to have excused his freedom. Tiburcio stood 
waiting her reply in a supplicating attitude, and as every, 
thing seemed spontaneous with her, he had not long to wait. 
She answered in a few words : 

" To-night then — at ten o^clock I shall be at my window.** 

Scarcely had the thrilling tones of her voice ceased to 
vibrate on the ear of Tiburcio, when supper was announced, 
ind the guests were shown into another room. Here a table, 
q)lendidly set out, occupied the middle of the apartment, 
iibove which hung a great chandelier fitted with numerous 
waxen candles : these gave out a brilliant and cheerful light, 
ttiat was reflected from hundreds of shining vessels of mas. 
■ive silver of antique forms, arranged upon the table bolo.w. 

The upper end of the table was occupied by the host him* 
•elf and his principal guests. His daughter sat on his lef) 
hand) while Don Batevan was placed opon the right. Aftet 
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tbem, the Senator and the chaplain, and Pedro Pia«. At thi 
iower end were seated Tibiucio, Cuchillo, Barajaand OrocJie. 

The chaplain pronounced the benedicite. Although it wai 
no longer the same jumbling formula, sans fa^n^ which h* 
nad used at the death-bed of the widow of Arellanos, jet 
the air of mock solemnity and unction with which the grac€ 
H^as utteied, recalled to the heart of Tibui-cio that sad 
souvenir, which recent events had for a time caused him to 
forget. 

Cheerfulness soon reigned around the table. The expedi- 
tion was talked of, and toasts drunk to its success. Vast 
silver goblets of antique shape were used for wine glasses, 
and these passing rapidly from hand to mouth, soon pro- 
duced an abundance of good humour among the guests. 

•'Gentlemen !" said Don Augustin, when the festive scene 
was near its end, " before retiring I have the honour to invite 
you all to a himt of the wild horse on my estate — which is to 
come ofl' early in the moniing.'* 

Each of the guests accepted the invitation, \rith that aban- 
don natural to people who have made a good supper. 

With regard to Tiburcio, jealousy was devouring him. 
He scarce ate of the lich viands placed before him. lie kept 
his eyes constantly fixed upon Don Estevan, who, during the 
Bupi)er appeared to pay marked attentions to Rosarita, an J 
for every one of which Tiburcio thanked him with a look o( 
hatred. As soon as the supper was ended, the young man 
silently left the room and repaired to the chamber that had 
been assigned to him for the night. 

At an early hour — for such was the custom of the hacienda 
-*all the guests had retired to their sleeping apartmeut»-- 
even the domestics were no longer tc be seen in the grcM 
hall ; and a profound silence reigned throughout the va^^f 
building, as if all the world had gone to rest. But all iL> 
world was not vet asleep. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

THS ASSiaiTATIOV. 

AiioifK fr Ufl chamber, Hbnroio awaited impatieotiy tbt 
fi'^cT nam^ by Rosarita. From his window he caf>t a iia- 
fract^d ghincc over the plain that stretched away from the 
walls of the hacienda. The moon was up in the heavens, 
and the road leading to Tubac appeared under her liglgb shin" 
ing like a vast ribbon extended through, the middle of the 
forest. The forest itself appeared asleep ; not even a breath 
stirred the leaves of the trees, and the only sounds he heard 
were those caused by the half wild herds that wandered 
through its glades. Kow and then the bellowing of a bull 
denoted the uneasiness of the animal — ^perhaps from the 
presence of those terrible night robbers, the puma and 
jaguar. There was one other sound that reached the ear of 
Tiburcio, but this appeared to proceed from some part of the 
hacienda itself. It was the tinkling of a mandolin. The hour 
ras appropriate to amorous reflections, as well as to thoughts 
)i a graver character, and both presented themselves at that 
iTioment to the spiiit of Tiburcio. Like all those whose life 
has been passed amid the depths of the desert, there was at 
the bottom cf his hcait a certain poetic temperament, at the 
same time that his soul exhibited that energetic vigour 
rcquiTed by the dangers which surround such a life of soli 
tude. Ilis present position xhen was perfectly appropriate to 
ibis double character. Hijs love was unreciprocated — th« 
ooolness of Rosaiiia, almost assured him of the pauiful fact-' 
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and some secret presentiment told him that ho wan enco]» 

passed by enemies. 

While thus sadly reflecting on his situation, an object cam€ 
tmder his eyes that attracted his attention. It was the gleam 
of a fire, which appeared to be kindled under cover of the 
forest at no great distance from the hacienda. The light wa« 
partly eclipsed by that of the moon, but still it could ba 
traced by the greater redness of its rays, as they trembled 
mysteriously on the silver foliage of the trees. It denoted 
the haltmg-place of some traveller. 

** So near the hacienda I'* muttered Tiburcio, in entering 
upon a new series of reflections. "What can it moan? 
Why liave these travellers not come here to demand ho8pi« 
tality ? They have ceitainly some reason for keeping them« 
selves at a distance ? They may be unknown Mends to me 
for heaven often sends such to those who stand in need of 
them. Cuchillo, Don Estevan, and this pompous Senator, aO 
appear to be my enemies and all are secure under this roof I 
why might not these travellers, who appear to shun it for 
that very reason prove friends to me?" 

The hour of renclezvous had at length arrived. Tiburcio 
took up his seraph and his knife — the last, the only weapon 
he had — ^and prepared to go out from his chamber without; 
making any noise. A fearful conflict of emotions was pasttng 
in his bosom ; for he knew that in a few minutes would be 
decided the question of his happiness or misery. Before 
leaving his chamber, he looked once more through tne wm- 
dow in the direction of the forest fire. It was still gleaming 
in the same place. 

While the lover, with cautious tread and Avdldly beating 
neart, was silently traversing the long gallery, and pas» 
tng round to that side upon which opened the \nndow of 
Rosarita, other scenes were passing elsewhere that must noyi 
be detailed. 
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Since his arrival at the hacienda, Don Estevan, in ptesence 
of the other guests, had scarce found an opportunity to speak 
with the hacUndado on business that concerned both of 
them. Only for one moment had they been alone; and then 
the Spaniard had briefly related to Don Augustin the con- 
tract he had entered into with Cuch llo. When Don Estevan 
mentioned the secret of the Golden Valley, the haciendado 
appeared to make a slight gesture, as of disappointment, but 
their short dialogue ended abruptly by a promise to return 
to the subject at a later hour of the night. 

Don Estevan awaited until all the other guests had retired 
to viiclr chambers. Then drawing the Senator into the bay 
of one of the large windows of the sala, he requested him 
to look up at the stars that were shining in all their brilliance 
in the blue sky above. 

" See !*' said he, pointing to a particular constellation 
" That is the Chariot that has risen above the eastern ho- 
rizon. Do you perceive a single star farther down, which 
scarce shines through the vapor ? That is the emblem of 
your star, which at present pale, to-morrow may be in the 
ascendant, and gleam more brightly than any of those that 
compose the brilliant cortege of the Chariot.** 

" What mean you, Seflor Arechiza ?" 

**I shall tell you presently. Perhaps the hour is nearer 
than you think when you may be the future master of this 
hacienda, by a marriage with the charming daughter of its 
present owner, who is to be its heiress. Come presently tc 
my apartment. The conversation which I am about to have 
with Don Augustin must be decisive, and I shall let you know 
the result." 

With these words the Spaniard and the Senator parted — 
the heart of the latter beating at the same time with hop« 
and fear. 
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Don Esicvan now awaited the haciendailO| who \iA momeol 
after came up to him. 

The proprietor of the Haoit.:iJa del Venado, as has already 
been Men, had given to the Spaniard more ^han an ordinary 
welcome. His politeness to him when in presence of wiw 
nesses, was even less respectful than when the two vert 
alone. On his side Don Estevau appeared to accept th« 
homage of the other as if it were due to him. There was in 
hitf polite condescension towards the rich proprietor, and in 
the deference of the latter towards him, something resembling 
the relation that might be supposed to exist between a power- 
ful sovereign and one of his noble vassals. 

It was not until after reiterated requests—aiders they 
might almost be called — ^that Don Augustin consented to be 
seated in the presence of the other — whereas the Spaniard 
had flung himself into a fauteuU on the moment of entering 
the chamber, and with the most perfect abandon. 

The haciendado waited silently for Don Estevan to 8i>eftk. 
• ** Well, what do you think of your future son-in-law ?** 
inquired the S/^aniard. *^I presume you never saw him 
before?" 

^ ** Never," answered Don Augustin. •* But if he was even 
less favoured by nature than he is, that would make no 
t bstaole to our projects." 

** I know him ; he only needs to be cnown to prove ti%M 
ka has in him the stuff of a gentleman, besides being a sena- 
tor of the illustrious congress of Arispe." 

l*he Spaniard pronounced these words with a slight smik 
of contempt. 

"But, senor,^ continued he, "that is not the difBculty, 
the important matter is whether your daughter will fmd him 
to her liking." 

" My daughter will act according to my wish," said th< 
haciendado. 



•* Bi : SQpposing her heart is not free?" 

*' The heart of Rosarita is free, Senor Don Estcvan ; hon 
^uld it be otherwise — she whose life has been spent in thi 
midst of these deserts?" 

" And what about this lagged young fellow, this Tiburdo ' 
Arellanos, whom you appear to know ? he is in love vdtk 
yojr daughter?" 

•* 1 have been made aware of it this very morning." 

*^ If it is only a few hours, then, since you have beeo 
4|iprised ^f the secret of his passion, surely that of your 
daughter cannot have to this time escaped you?" 

" The truth is," answered Don Angustin, smiling, *' that I 
understand better how to follow the traces of an Indian, and 
read m the countenance of a savage his mc.^ a^cret thoughtSi 
than to look into the heart of a young gi/L Sut I repeat it, 
I have reason to believe that ray daughti^r's heart is free of 
any such affection, I do not apprehend any difficulty in this 
regard. I dread an obstacle of a moie important character 
— ^I mean an obstacle to the expedition you are about to con- 
duct into the desert." 

Here the haciendado conmiuni'Aited to Don Estevan the 
p4iticulars which the monk had g/ithered at the death-bed of 
the widow of Arellanos, and which seemed to produce a 
■trong impression on the Sp;<.iiard; but although the con- 
versation continued for some time longer, I «hall net here 
detail what was said, but return to the Senator, who with 
anxious heart was now awaiting Don Estevan in the apart 
MDi wiiich had been assigned to the latter. 
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CHAPTER XXL 

THS DUKB D'ABHADA. 

Tub chara' er set apart for the Senor Don Estevan dt 
Arecliiza wag undoubtedly the best in the house ; and, now 
withstanding the little progress that luxury has made in tha 
•tatc of Sonora, was furnished with considerable elegance. 

In this chamber Don Estevan found the Senator pacing to 
and fro, with an air that bespoke him a pre} to the most 
vivid emotions. 

" Well, Senor Don Vicente 1" began Arecliiza, who ap* 
pcarcd to make light of the impatience of his prot^gij "what 
do you think of the daughter of our host ? have I exaggerated 
her beauty ?" 

" Oh, my friend I'* exclaimed the Senator, with all thai 
vivacity of pantomimic gesture so characteristic of the South, 
** the reality far exceeds the imagination. She is an angel i 
even in our country, famous for its beautiful women, Doiia 
Rosarita is certainly loveliest of all.** 

" And richest too," added the Spaniard, with a smile. 

" Who would have expected to find, in the middle of the 
desert, such an accomplished beauty? such youthful fresh- 
tess I Suck charms were created to shine in a far higher 
iphere !'» 

"At the court of a king, for instance,** carelessly rejoined 
Arechiza. 

" Oh ! SeSor Don Estevan I" again exclaimed the Senator 
in an earnest voice, " do not keep me in stispense ; the divinC; 
tLc rich Dona Rosarita — ^is it possible I am to have her fov 
my wMhV* 
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••One word from mc, one promise from you, and the thing 
)» done. I liavc her father's word. Within fifteen dayi yoii 
iHAy lie the husband of his daughter.'* 

" Agreeable as easy." 

" A little later you will be rich.'* 

** No harm in that." 

" Later still you will be a grand proprietor.** 

" Oh I it is magnificent. Carramba ! SeSor de Arcchiai, 
tt is a perfect cataract of felicities to be lavished ujkmi my 
bead — ^it is a dream ! it is a dream I*' shouted the Senator, aa 
he strode to and fro across the floor. 

" Lose no time then in making it a reality," replied Don 
Estevan. 

" But is the time so pressing ?" inqnu'ed the Senator, sud 
dcnly pausing in his steps. 

"Why this question? is it possible to be too quick in 
obtaining happiness ?" 

The Senator appeared thoughtful, ard for a moment pre- 
sented an aspect of embarrassment, in strange contrast to hii 
previous looks. lie replied after a a pause — 

"The fact is, Don Estevan, I am willing to marry an 
heiress whose wealth, as is usually the case, would compen* 
sate for her ugliness. In this case it is the very beauty of 
the lady that confuses me.** 

" Perhaps she does not please you ?*' 

" On the contrary, so much happiness awes mc. It ap 
peal's to me, for a reason which I cannot divine, that some 
sad disappointment lurks under the seductive prospect.'* 

" Ah I just as I expected," answered Don Eetevan ; " it is 
the human heart. I knew you would make some objection 
of this kind, but I thought you were- more a man of the world 
than to trouble yourself about the past with such a splendi J 
fortune before you. Ah I my poor Despilfarro,'* added ths 
Spaniard, with a laugh, " I thought rou were more advanced.* 
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" But why, Don Estevan ?" inquired the Senator, intend 
»"g tc give a proof of his high diplomatic capacity, — " Whj 
is it, erUre nous^ that you desire to lavish this tioasure of 
beauty — to say nothing of her grand wealth — ^upon anoUiery 
while you yourself—'* 

"While I myself might marry her," mtcrrupted iLi 
Spaniard. " Is that what you mean to say ? Suppose I hare 
no wish to get mai-ried. I had that desire long ago, like the 
rest of the world. My history has been like a great many 
others ; that is, my sweetheart married another. It is true 
I adopted the means to re — ^to console myself and quickly 
too," added Arechizo, with a dark scowl. " Put who do 
you think I am, Don Vicente Tragadui'os ?" 

*'Wlic are you! why Don Estevan de Arcchiza, of 
course !" 

"That does honour to your penetration,** said the 
Spaniard, with a disdainful smile. " Well, then, since I have 
already demanded the hand of Dona Rosarita for the illustri- 
ous senator Tragaduros yDespil&rro, of course I cannot now 
take his place." 

" But why, seiior, did you not make the demand on your 
own account ?" 

"Why, because, my dear Mend, were this young lady 
three times as beautiful, and three times as rich as she is, she 
would neither be beautiful enough, nor rich enough for mo.** 

Deapilfarro started with astonishment. 

" Eh I and who are you then, senor, may I ask in my 
turn ?" 

" Only, as you have said, Don Estevan Arechiza,'* coolly 
replied the Spaniard. 

The Senator made thrge or four turns across the room, 
before he could collect his thoughts ; but m obedience t€ 
the distrust that had sudJealy spr*uig up within him, he 
r^fonoied* 
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•* There is something in all this I cannot erplain^and when 
t can't explain a thing 1 can't understand it." 

** Good logic," exclaimed Don Estevan, in a tone of^ rail 
lery, " but am I really mistaken about you, my dear Senator f 
I did you the honor to believe you above certain prejudices { 
and even if* there was anything in the past life of the beauti* 
ftilRosarita — for instance, any prejudice to be trampled under 
foot-— is a million of dowry, besides three millions of expec- 
tation, nothing in your eyes ?" 

Don Estevan put this question for the purpose of sounding 
the morality of the man, or rather to try the strength of a 
tool, which he meant to make use of, 

Despilfurro returned no reply. 

*' Now, then, I await your answer," said Don Estevan, 
alter a |«iuse, appearing to take pleasure in the Senator'! 
embarrassment. 

" Upon my word, Don Estevan," replied Despilfarro, " you 
are cruel to mystify one in this manner. I — ^I — Carrambal 
it is very embarrassing." 

Don Estevan interrupted him. This hesitation on the part 
'of Despilfarro, told the Spaniard what he mshed to know 
An ironical smile played upon his lips, and laying aside his 
pleasantry, he resumed in a serious tone : 

" Listen to me, Tragaduros 1 It would be unworthy of a 
gentleman to continue longer this badinage where a lady'i 
I e]uitation is concerned. I can assure you, then, that the 
j.ftsi; life of the Dona Rosarita is wthout a stain." 

The Senator breathed freely. 

"And now," continued Don Estevan, "it is necessary that 
f^ou give me your full confidence, and I will set you an exam 
pie by giving mine with a perfect frankness : the success of 
the noble caise I have embraced depends upon it. First, 
then, hear who I am. Arechiza is only a borrowed appellap 
don. As to my real n^niG— wbieh vou shall soon know— 1 
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made oath in my youth, that no woman, however rioh oi 
beautiful, should share it with me ; therefore, now that ni^ 
hair is grey do you think that I should be likely to break th« 
oath i have so long kept ? Although a wife, such as I pro* 
pose for you, may ofttimes be a stepping-stone to ambitioAi 
she is oftener an obstacle.'' 

As he said this, Don Estevan rose, and in his tarn paced 
the floor with an agitated air. Some traces of distrust were 
Blill perceptible upon the countenance of the Senator — they 
were noticed by him. 

"You wish for a more precise explanation?" said he; 
** you shall have it." 

The Spaniard approached the window and closed the shut 
ters — as if feai-ful that their conversation might be heard 
outside. He then sat down again, and requested the Sena- 
tor to be seated near him. 

Tragaduros watched him with a lively curiosity, at the 
«ame time lowenng his eyes whenever they met the fiery 
glances of the Spaniard. 

The latter appeared suddenly to become transfonned, as il 
looking grander and nobler. 

*' Now Senor Senator 1" began he, "I am going to mak« 
known to you some secrets sufficient to turn your head," 

The Senator trembled. 

*' When the tempter carried the Son of Man to the top of 
a mountain, and promised him all the kingdoms of the earth 
if he would fall down and worship him, he scarce offered 
him more than I am offering to the Senator of Arispe. As 
the tempter, then, I lay at your feet honors, power, and 
riches, if you will subscribe to my conditions." 

The solemnity of this exordium, and the tnposing mannef 
of Don Estevan, foIlo>ving so closely upon the jocular mien 
he had hitherto exhibited, made a painful impression upon 
Cse mind of the Senator. Iliere was a short moment ia 
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which he regretted being so admnced in his <»pinionB, htA 
during this time the great dowry of Rosarita and her rosy 
lips had but slight prestige for him. 

" It is now twenty years,'* continued the Spaniard, " since 
I took np my real vocation in the world. Previous to thai 
liac, I believed myself made for domestic life, and indulged 
in those absurd dreams of love natural to young hearts. An 
illusion soon destroyed — an evil hour — an accident showed 
me the deception ; and I found out that I was made for ambv* 
tion — nothing more. I hare therefore sought for glory and 
honour to satisfy my desires, and I have won them. I have 
conquered the right to stand uncovered in the presence of 
the king of Spain. ChevaUer of the Order of St. James of the 
Sword, 1 have taken part in the royal ceremonies of the whit€ 
cloak and red sword ; and I may say that forme fame has 
oeen no idle illusion. Chevalier also of Carlos III., I have 
shared with the royal princes the title of the Grand Cross, 
I have won successively the Order of St. Ferdinand, of St. 
Hermengildo, and the Golden Fleece of Calatrava. These 
honours, although coveted by all, were for mo but sterile 
conbolations." 

This enumeration, made without the slightest show of ^ 

ostentation, caused the Senator to regard the speaker with 
an air of respectiul astonishment. Don Estevan conthuied : 

"Wealth foil wed close npon these honours. Rich appci^ 
nageSy added to the fortune I derived kora my ancestors, 
•oon left far behi id me, the time when, as a simple cadet of 
my family, I was worth nothing but my sword. Now I was 
rich, opulent, and — will I tell you? — I was still far from 
being content. My efforts continued ; and I was made 
Comte de Villamares, and afterwards Duke de Armada " 

*' Oh ! Sonor Duke," interrupted Despiifarro, in an hum. 
^le voice, " permit me — but — I " 

**I have not yet finished,'* calmly con turned the Spaniard ; 
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"when you have he»ircl all, you will no longer douLt my 
wordp. Notwithstanding your mistrust, senor, I am still 
Bothing more than the secret agent of a prince, and T desire 
to remain in your eyes, as ever, the simple gentleman Don 
Eatevan de Arcchiza — nothing more. It is neccssaiy, J:o^ 
over, that this distrust of me should not manifest itself again ; 
ft>r Mnce you are presently to know the object which 1 am 
pursuing, you will be privy to my most secret thoughts." 

The Senator continued to listen in the most respectful 
nlenee. 

" As I have said, then, I followed ambition for twenty yeani 
for its own sake ; or to speak more truly, I passed twenty 
years of my life to destroy a pahiful souvenir, at the sanio 
time that I was pursuing the path to fame. I fancied that in 
the middle of a turbulent life, this souvenir would in time be 
effaced from my memoiy. The favourite of a prince, the 
expectant heir to one of the first thrones in Chiistendom— 
elevated to the highest places of power — wealth prodigally 
lavished upon me — I hoped to be able to forget that terrible 
souvenir. Vain hope 1" added the speaker in a solemn voice : 
" Alas ! Nothing can banish remorse. The bloody sword 
cf St. James was no idle symbol in my hands ; for remorse 
lends to ambition a fearful activity — ^like a voice continually 
crying, * On — on for ever 1* " 

I>on Estevan paused, and for a time reraahied silent, during 
* hicb the Senator regarded him Avith a timid look, at the 
»ame time admiring the imposing and solemn dignity of Jiia 
countenance. 

" But where to go on ?*' continued the speaker ; " what 
object to follow next ? Into what new course might I preci- 
pitate this torrent of ambition that was boiling within me ? 
At length a new incident offered itself and gave me a fresh 
opi»oilunity for action — an opportunity to strive and combat 
•-T-lbr in my casCi to "truggle and fight is to forget. 
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• In all likelihood yon have scirco heard of or*!' political 
troubles, Don Vicente ? I am aware that all the kingdomi 
of Europe might be shaken to their bases, without youi 
Knowing anything of the matter, in this out of the way cor- 
oer of the world. Wett, then, I shall make known to yon 
what occurred. 

" It is now about two years since the king of Spain — by 
1 total violation of the Salic law, hitherto observed by al 
his ancestors — violently cut off the succession to the throne 
m the person of his brother Don Carlos; and by this act 
kindled the fires of civil war throughout the kingdom. The 
Infanta Isabella was declared heiress to the crown, to the 
exclusion of her uncle, the legal hoii*. Tliis prince it was of 
whom I spoke, and who is my august patron and protector, 
I did everything in my power to assuage the mortal grief 
that this unexpected event naturally caused to the man^ 
whom I above all others have reason to esteem, 

"Amidst the consolations which I offered him, and the 
plans which I proposed, one design of a gigantic nature 
offered itself to my imagination. True, it presented the 
prosj ect of countless dangers, and obstacles almost iuBor- 
inoun tabic ; but for this very reason I adopted it. 

*' My dream, then, is to conquer for my master a kingdom 
a^ vast as the one of which he has been wrongfully deprived ; 
to restore to him one of the brightest jewels of that Trans- 
lllantic crown, which his ancestors once so gloriously wore. 
i dream of conquering a kingdom — and that kinurdom once 
or-nquered, I, a simple gentleman, intend to present it to tlie 
true heir of the Spanish monarchy — Don Carlos de Bour 
hon! 

"Now, do you believe, Sefior Senator, that Don Estevao 
de Arechiza has the power to bestow upon others, and with 
out regretting it, the beauty and wealth of the daughter Oi 
a Mexican lia<"ieuda'l>?" 
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The Spaniard pronounced these last words with &ii ail 
of proud tranquillity, and then remained silent^ a «?aitiugtheil 
effect upon his listener. 
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THS NBW KINGDOM. 

Thm Mexican senator, with his contracted, or rather ego'iS* 
tic views, was struck dumb by the gigantic and daring design 
of his companion. He could only exclaim, as he respectfully 
pressed the hand which the Spaniard held out to him : 

"Oh, Don Estevan — if you permit me still to give you thia 
modest title — I regret my suspicions ; and for the liappincsfl 
which you otfer me, for the grand perspective which you 
open before me, I promise you my life, my heart, but " 

"But I another suspicion?" asked Don Estevan, with a 
smile. 

"No. not a suspicion of you, but a fear of some one else, 
Have you noticed the young man whom chance brought into 
our company ? I have a secret presentiment that there it 
■omething between him and Dona Re sarita. lie is young — 
he is good looking — and they appear to have known each 
other a long while." 

"What!" exclaimed Don Estevan, "jealous of thb ragged 
rustic?" 

" I avow," replied the Senator, " that I cannot help it, I 
noticed two or three times their eyes fixed upon each other 
with a strange expression." 

** Make yourself easy about that. I know, for certain — and 
from Don Augustin himself I have had my information — that 
Ibe heart of his daughter is free. Besides, her vanity alon« 
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iroaid hinJcr hor from any fancy for this droU fellc^v, who 
appears to have all the pride of a Spanbh beggar. He shall 
be watched ; and, should he have the impudence to carry hia 
pretensions so high, it will be an easy matter to send him 
about his business." 

In pronouncing the last words the countenance of Don 
Estevan appeared for a moment to wear a troubled eipren* 
■ion, and he could not hinder himself from adding: 

"I have myself remarked what you say, but let us not 
dwell upon chimerical fears. Listen to me, Don Vicente, 
while I explain more categorically the object of which I have 
been speaking, in order that you may understand fully Avhy 
I wish to reckon upon your assistance, I have not yet told 
you — cither what resources I have, or the kingdom it b my 
design to conquer." 

** True enough," assented Tragaduros, " you have not." 

"Tlie province then which I intend to transform into a 
kingdom is neither more nor less than this of Sonora." 

"What! our republican state to be changed into a mon 
%Tchy I" exclaimed the Senator, " Scnor Don Estevan, tc 
attempt this will be to play with your life." 

"I know it." 

** But what resources do you count upon ?" 

*' Listen : Ten years ago I was in the Spanish army, and 
fought against the independence of your country in tl»is very 
province. I then became acquainted with its resources — iti 
incalculable richness — and when I quitted it to go home to 
Europe, I had a presentiment that some day I should again 
return to it — as I have done. Chance at that time made me 
acquainted with Don Augustin, then occupied in amassing 
the vast wealth which to-day he so freely spends. I had the 
fortune to render him a service — to save his life, in fact, and 
prevent his house from being pillaged by the insurgents, for 
he did not ec^iceal his sympathy for the Spanish cause 1 
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iftei wards kept up with him a corresponJence, and \eMT^ 
**hat Sondia became every day more discontented with the 
federal government. I then designed my great plan, whiob 
was aj>proved of by the prince, and at his desire I came over 
here. Don Augustin was among the first to whom I opened 
my purpose. lie was flattered by the promises I was able 
to make in the name of my royal master, and at orce placed 
kis fortune at ray disposal. 

"Notwithstanding the large pecuniary resource** I havs 
been able to dispose of, I am seeking to augment them still 
farther, and chance has favored me. While here in my for- 
mer campaign 1 made the acquaintance of an odd character 
— a young fellow who in turns betrayed botl royalists and 
republicans. My relations with him recall a somewhat droU 
occurrence. I found that he Mas guiding the regiment 1 
commanded into an ambuscade of the insurgents, and I 
ordered him to be hung to the first tree we should meet with. 
Fortunately for him my men translated the order in its most 
literal sense ; and being at the time in the middle of vast 
savannahs entirely destitute of trees, the execution was held 
over, as it was an impossibility to perform it. The result 
was that in the middle of our marchings and countermarch- 
Ings the fellow escaped ; and it appears did not, afterwards, 
hold any rancour towards me, since he has again oflTered hig 
icr\'ices to me. This fellow to-day goe« by the name of 
Cuchillo. It was he whom I met at the village of IluerfanO| 
where you saw us renew our acquaintance ; and at that niter- 
vie vi- he has made kno\vn to mo the secret of an inmiense 
placer of gold — whither I intend to conduct my expedition. 
IJesides ourselves, Cuchillo alone knows the object of thii 
enterprise," (the Spaniard did not mention the name ol* 
Tiburciu,) " which is generally supposed to be merely a new 
evpttdition — like many others that have been got up to gc 
gold seeking by chance. 
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•• And no\i-, Sefior Senator," continued Don Estevan, ** yon 
heed not proceed faither with us. You may remain hern, 
where you will h.ive an easy part to play, in making yourself 
Bgreeablc to the fair Rosarita, while I am braving the peiilf 
of this unknown frontier. As for Cuchillo, if he ittempi to 
play the traitor with me a second time, I shall take caie U 
be a little more prompt in punishing him. 

*' The product of this expedition," pursued the Spaniai^ 
-—^* of which, as leader, I shall be entitled to a fifth part— i 
will be added to the resources I have already. The men who 
compose it will be easily converted into devoted partisans of 
our design ; and should it happen that the forces I expeet 
from Europe should fail to come to hand in due time, these 
adventurei*s will serve a good purpose. But I have no fear 
for the want of followers. Europe is at the present moment 
over-crowtled with pef^ple who lack employment: any entei^ 
prise will be welcome to them ; and a leader in any pait of 
the world needs only to speak the word for crowds to enrol 
themselves under his banner." 

As he said this, Don Estevan paced the room, agitsted by 
the grandeur of his thoughts. His dark eyes flashed with 
excitement, and his soul seemed inspired with a warlike 
ardour that caused him for awhile to forget the presence (A 
the Senator. It was only aft«r some minutes spent in thii 
wihl enthusiasm that he remembered an important fact— ilmt 
in all projects such as he was engaged in, intrigue should b< 
the precursor of open action ; and as this was to be th« 
^peculiar rdle which the Senator was expected to play, ho 
again turned to address himself to thb individual. 

"Meanwhile," said he, "your tactics will be of a moro 
paeiOc character. I take charge of the open fighting — ^while 
you manage the secret diplomacy of the affair. Your for. 
'une, restored to you by this opulent alliance, wUl enable you 
to g(*t back the influence you havt; lost You will reoeiv^ 
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with the aanghter of Don Augastin, at least two handred 
thousand dollars of dowry. Half of this you are 1^ emploj 
!n making partisans in the Senate, and in what you aro pleased 
to caU ywir army. This sura you will not lose : it will be re* 
paid to you, and >vith usurious interest ; or if it never should, 
f on still make a good thing of it. The end you wiL keep in 
fiew, is to detach the Senate of Sonora fi-om the Federal 
ftlliance. You will find no lack of reasons for this policy. 
For instance, your State has now scarcely the privileges of a 
simple territory ; your interests diflTer entirely from those of 
the central States of the Republic. Every day your laws arc 
becoming more centralized. The President, who deals with 
your nuances, resides at a distance of seven hundred leagues 
from your capital — it is ridiculous I Besides, the funds of 
the treasury are misappropriated — ^the army badly paid, 
although you have to do your duty in raising the tax that is 
to pay it — a thousand grievances can be cited. Well, this 
will enable you to get up a pronunciamento^ and before the 
news of your grito can reach the city of Mexico, and the 
Executive power there can send a force against you — aye, 
before the government troops could get half way to Sonora, 
more than two-thirds of them would desert. The others 
would come upon the ground, only to find the insurrectionary 
fiarty too strong for them, and they themselves would h^ oer< 
lain to join us. 

• Laws emanating from your own Senate— of which yoa 
Jf owrself would have the control and guidance — laws suited 
Vy the manners and usages of your State, would soon become 
ft'tnly established and respected, and Sonora would then be 
an independent governn ent. This would be the first step 
and the most difficult. After that the rest wor.ld bo easy 
enough ; and the gold which I should furnish will biing il 
about. The Senate and the army would call for a European 
pnnce to place himself at theii head— one who speaks th< 
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Mime language and professes the same religion as themselves. 
This prince I have already provided. Now hear me. Dor 
Vicente I as to your own share in this business. The Senatoi 
Despilfarro is ah-eady a rich man, with a lady for his wife of 
whom a prince might be proud. He will be made noble— » 
count — a Grandee cf Spain. A lucrative post will attach hiir 
to the person of the new king, and nothing is to hinder him 
from rising to the very summit of his ambition. All this I 
promise on the part of your future sovereign, JSiing CAarie§ 
the FlrBtV 

With these words the Spaniard finished his harangue. The 
Mexican Senator, fascinated by the riches and honours thui 
promised him, grasped the hand of the bolcl conspirator, al 
the same time crying out with enthusiasm, " Yiva! Viva 
Carlos el Primero /" 

**Good!" rejoined Don Estevan, with a smile. "Don 
Carlos can count upon one powerful partisan already in 
Sonora, and there will soon be many. But it is getting late, 
Don Vicente, and I have yet much business to do before I 
can go to sleep. You will excuse me, then, if I bid good- 
night to you,*' 

After exchanging the usual buenas noches^ the Senator 
returned to his own chamber and ooach, U) dreMO oi im 
htare riohef and artndeur. 
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CQAITKR XXm. 

QUABBXLSOMB OAXK8TBBS. 

ts a remote chamber of the hadcnJa, wore lodged ibofoof 
AdTenturcrSy Pedro Diaz, Orocke, CnchSlo, and Bimvjil 
These gentlemen were not slow iu becoming acqiuiinted Kritb 
one another, and this acquaintance was soon of tlie \ik)sI 
ftoniliar character. In the middle of the room in wliicb all 
four Avere to pass the night, stood a strong oaken table^ npxin 
which, in au iron candlestick, was burning a long thin tallow 
candle, that gave forth a somewhat dim and doubti*id light. 
By this light Cuchillo and Baraja — forgetful of all tlieir pro- 
mises and vows — were going on with the game, which had 
been so suddenly interrupted that morning at the village ol 
Huerfano. 

Pedro Diaz appeared to be merely an involuntary specta- 
tor; while Oroche, seated at one comer of the table, hit 
right leg acrofes his left, his elbow resting on his knee— >th« 
fovourite attitude of mandolin players — accompanied his owa 
roioe as he sang the boleros and fandangos then most it 
vcgne among the inhabitants of the coast region. 

Wrapped as usual in his ragged cloak, Oroche aj>peared to 
have the true insjiiration of an artist : since he could thui 
elevate himself upon the wings of mudc, above the vulgai 
consideration of tlie toilette, or the cleanliness and comfort 
pf the person. A bottle oimezcal^ already half empty, stood 
upon the table. From this the players occasionally helped 
ihemselvc** — as a finale to the elegant supj»er they had vai^n 
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Ai)d to which CachUlo, Baraja, and Oroche had done ample 
honour. Notwithstanding the fieqnent biinipcra which 
Cnchillo had quaffed, he appeared to be in the wo:«t of 
humour, and a prey to the most violent passionSc Hit 
ihaggy eyebrows, contracted by the play of these passioni| 
added to the evil aspect of his physiognomy, rendering h 
even more sinister than common. Just then he was observed 
to out the cards with particular care. He was not playing 
with his friend Baraja for the mere sport of the thing; foi 
% moiety of the half ounce he had received from Don Este- 
Tan had abready gone into Baraja's pockets, and Cuchillo wai 
hi hopes that the attention which he had given to the cutting 
of the cards might change the luck that had liitherto been 
rnuning agsdnst hira. The careful cutting, liowever, went 
for nothing ; and once more the sum he had staked was swept 
hito the pocket of his adversary. All at once Cuchillo flew 
off into a passion, scattering his hand of cards over the table. 

" Who the devil wants your music ?" cried ho to Oroche 
ui a fiirious tone, " and I myself, fool that I am, to play in 
this fashion — only credit when I win, and cash whenever I 
lose.*' 

" You offend me, Sefior Cuchillo,** said Baraja, " my word 
has always passed for its value in cash.** 

** Especially when you don*t happen to lose,** sneeringly 
»dded Cucliillo. 

"That is not a very delicate insmuation,** said Baraja 
gathering up the cards. " Fye, fye ! Senor Cuchillo — to get 
angry about such a trifle ! I myself have lost half a hacienda 
at play — after being robbed of the other half— and yet i 
never said a word about it.'* 

** Didn't you indeed ? what's that to me ? I shall speak 
a4 I please, Sefior Baraja, and as loudly as I please too,** 
ftdded he, placing his hand upon the hilt of his knife. 

** Yes,** coolly answered Baraja, "I know you use wordi 
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thai cause f/our friends to drop dead; but these woi li an 
karniless at a distance — besides I have got a tongae as sharp 
as yours, Sefior Cudiillo." 

As Baraja said this, he drew his knife from its sheath— in 
which action he was imitated by his antagonist — and bctli 
placed themselves simultaneously in an attitude for fight. 

Oroche coolly took up his mandolin — ^which at the interfer- 
ence of Cuchillo he had Md aside — and, like a bard of ancient 
times was preparing to accompany the combat with a chaunt 
when Diaz suddenly interposed between the two phampiong. 

"For shame, gentlemen!*' cried he; "what! two men 
made to be mutual friends, thus to qut each other's throats for 
a few paltiy dollars! on the eve too of becoming tlie owners 
of a hundred times as much ! Have I not understood you to 
say, Sciior Cuchillo, that you were to be tlie guide of our 
expedition ? Your life is no more your own, then ; it belongs 
to us all, and you have no right to risk it. And you, Sefior 
Baraja ! you have not the right to attempt the life of our 
guide. Come ! put up your knives, and let there be no more 
of this matter." 

This speech i^called the two combatants to their senses. 
Cuchillo remembering the grand interest he had in the suo- 
cess of the expedition, and perceiving that the risk of life 
^iras plapng a little too high — for a combat of this sort 
usually ends in the death of one or the other — ^gave ready 
ear to the council of Diaz. Baraja, on his side, reflected that 
tha dollars he had already pocketed might be better em- 
ployed than in defraying the expenses of his own Amoral ; 
and on this reflection was equally ready to desist from his 
intention 

"Be it po, then !» cried Cuchillo, speaking first ; "I saori- 
Bee my feelings to the common good." 

" And I," said Baraja, " I am willing to follow so noble aa 
aple. I disarm — but — I shall play no more." 



qUABBELSO^tfE GAMIuBTERS. 16A 

The knives were again stuck into their scnhbards, aiid thi 
kwo adversaries mutually extended their hands to one ano- 
ther. 

At this moment, Diaz, by way of preventing any allusion 
to the recent quarrel, suddenly turning to Cuchillo, de> 
manded: 

" Who, Senor Cuchillo, is this young man whom I saw 
riding by your side as you came up to the hacienda? Not* 
withstanding the friendship that appeared to exist between 
) ou and him, if I mistake not, I observed you regarding one 
another with an occasional glance of mistrust — not to say 
hostility. Was it not so ?" 

Cuchillo recomited how they had found 'Kburcio half dead 
upon the road, and also the other circumstances, already 
known to the reader; but the question put by Diaz had 
brought the red colour into the face of the outlaw, for it re- 
called to him how his cimning had been outwitted by th^ 
young man, and also how he had been made to tremble a 
moment under Tiburcio's menace. Writhing under thesa 
remembrances, he was now determined to make his ven- 
geance more securt>, by enlisting his associates as accomplices 
of his design. 

^*' It oflen ha})pens," said he, in a significant tone, ** that 
one man's interest must be sacrificed to the conmion wel&re— 
just as I have now done — does it not ?" 

'• Without doubt," replied several. 

" Well thou," continued Cuchillo, " when one has given 
tumself, body and soul, to any cause, whatever it may be, it 
becomes his duty, as in my case, to put a full and complete 
constraint upon his afiections, his passions, even his dearest 
Interests — aye, even upon any scruples of conscience that 
•light arise in an over delicate mind." 

" All the world knows that," said Baraja. 

•* Just so. gentlemea Well, I feel myself in that difficulty j 
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I have a too timid conscience, I fear, and I want yota* oplnknu 

to guide me." 

His audience maintained an imperturbable ffllonoe, 

" Suppose, tlien," continued the outlaw, " there was a man 
wbojn you all held in tlie highest esteem, but whose life -om» 
promised the success of our expedition, what should be dont 
with him ?'» 

** As God lives,*' cried Oroche, *' I should be happy to 
find some occasion of sacrificing private interests to the com- 
mon good." 

" But is there such a man ?'* inquired Dia«, " and who mmy 
be be ?'» 

" It's a long story," replied Cuchillo, " and its details con 
ucrn only my elf—but there is such a man." 

"Carajo!" exclaimed Oroche, "that is enough; he should 
be ffot rid of as speedily as possible." 

" Is that the advice of all of you ?" asked Cuchillo. 

** Of course," answered simultaneously Oroche and Baraja, 

Diaz remained silent, keeping himself out of this mysterioui 
compromise. After a little, he rose fiom his seat, and under 
some pretext left the chamber. 

" Well, then, gentlemen," said Cuchillo, addressing hbnseU 
to his two more facile commdes, "you are ftilly of the opinion 
that the man snould be got rid of? Let me tell you, then, 
that this man is no other than Tiburcio Arellanos." 

^ Tiburcio !" exclaimed the two acolytes. 

** Himself— and although, since he is one of my deareeit 
Mends, it goes sadly against my heart, I declare to yoc 
tiiat his life may render aboilive all the plans of oui expedk 
tion." 

" But," interposed Baraja, " wny may he not los^^ it ? — ^to- 
morrow in this hunt of wild horses there will be a thousand* 
•pportumtles of his losing it ?" 

**Trui enough," said Cuchillo, in a solemn voice. ^It ii 



ot great importance he shculd not return from thiA hunt. 
Can I rely upon you, gentl *men ?" 

" Bliiidlyl'* replied the two adventurers. 

The storm was gatliering over the head of poor llburciO , 
bnt danger threatened him from still another quarter ; and 
long hefore the expected hunt, that danger would be at its 
keight. 

The three adventurei-s continued their c^cyersaticn, and 
were entering more particularly into the details of their de- 
sign, when a knocking at the outer door interrupted their 
sinister councils. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

TIBUBCIO IK DAKQBB. 

CucoiLLO opened the door, outside of which appeare<£ 
one of the attendants of Don Estevan. Without entering 
the man communicated his message — which was to Cuchil]> 
himself— to the effect that Don Estevan awaited him in th> 
garden. The outlaw, without reply, followed the servant 
who conducted him to an alley between two rows of grana 
dines, Avhere a man wrapped in his cloak was pacing to and 
fro, apparently buned in a deep meditation. It was Dot 
Estevan himself. 

The approach of Cuchilio interrupted his reverie, and a 
change passed over hig nmtenance. Had Cuchilio not been 
preoccupied with his own thoughts and purposes of ven- 
geance, he might have observed on the features of the Span 
iard an expression of disdainful raillery, that evidently oor 
eemed himself. 

^ Yea have sent for mc ?" said he to Don Estevan. ^< 
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" You cannot otherwise than approve of lay difcreticn," 
began the Spaniard, without making answer. "I 1wiy« 
allowed you time enough to sound this young fellow — you 
know nhom I mean. Well I no doubt you have penetrate i 
io the bottom and know all — you, whose pei'spicacity is-onW 
tqualled by the tenderness of your conscience ?" 

There was an ascerbity in this speech which caused the 
outlaw to feel ill at ease, for it re-opened the wounds of hii 
self-esteem. 

" Well," continued Don Estevan, ** what have you learnt P* 

*' Nothing," replied Cuchillo. 

*• Nothing !" 

**No; the young man could tell rae nothing, since ks 
knew nothing himself. He has no secrets for me." 

" What I does he not suspect the existence of the QoMen 
Valley ?" 

" lie knows no more of it than of the Garden of Eden,** 
replied Cuchillo, with a confident swagger. 

" What was bringing him to the hacienda, then — for that 
is upon the route ? He must have some object in comiag 
this way." 

^^ Oh yes ! — he came to ask Don Augustin to take bim 
into his scr\ice as a vaquero." 

" It is evident," said the Spaniard, in a tone of mockery, 
'^that yon have gained his full confidence and know all 
•bout him," 

" I flatter myself, my perspicacity ^' 

" Is only equalled by the tenderness of your conscience,** 
interrupted Don Estevan, still keeping up his tone of rail 
lery. " VVell, but has this young man not confided to you 
any other secret ? You have had a long ride together, and 
an opportunity to talk of many things. For instance, has h€ 
said nothing to you about an affair of the heart f- -has be 
not told you Le was in love ?" 
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•*Por Dios I Who could Tiburcio be in c so with in \h itc 
deserts ? The poor devil is likely to think more of a good 
horse than a pretty girl." 

** Indeed 1" exclaimed the Spaniard, with a mocking laugh 
that sent a shivering through the frame of Cuchi/lo. " WelU 
well ! friend Cuchillo, your youth promised better than this. 
If your conscience is as callous as your perspicacity is obtuse 
— which God forbid — ^it is not likely to interfere with your 
deep.'' 

*'What do you mean, senor?** demanded CuchOlo, evi- 
dently confounded by the reproach. 

^^ I fear, my friend, that in the only good action yon ha»t 
ever done, you have made a bad hand of it.*' 

"Good action!" repeated Cuchillo, embarrassed to know 
at what epoch of his life he had done such a thing. 

" Yes — ^in saving this young man's life." 

" But it was you who did that good action : as for me, it 
was only a lucrative one.*' 

** Be it so, I will lend it to you, notwithstanding the pro- 
rerb which says we should only lend to the rich. But now 
bear what I have ascertained — I, who do not boast either of 
my scruples of conscience or of my perspicacity. This young 
man has in his pocket, at this moment, a written diruction 
of the route to the Golden Yalley ; moreover, ho is passM>i^ 
ately in love with Doiia Rosarita, for whom he would give 
all the gold %i this valley, or all the gold in the world, and 
all the horses in Sonora, if he had them. Moreover, hia 
object in coming to the Hacienda del Venado, was to make 
Lunself its future proprietor.** 

" Blood and thunder!'* cried Cuchillo, starting as if bitten 
by a snake — " that cannot be— it is not possible I ooold b« 
fooled in that manner by a child I*' 

" That child is a giant beside- you, master CachiJlo,*' coldly 
replied Arechiza 
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•• It ii imposfeible I'' exclaimed the exasperated Cnchino. 

" Do you wish the proofs ? — 1£ jou do you shall hart 
them— but I may tell you they are of a nature to make you 
shudder from the crown of your head to the soles of youi 
feet,»» 

**No matter; I scouid like to hear them,'' said Guchillo 
in a suppressed voice. 

♦*I will not speak of your conscience — ^mark that well, 
Cuchillo I for I know that it never shudders — ^nor yet shall I 
•peak of your timidity, which I observed last night while yon 
were in the presence of the jaguars — ^^ 

Don Estevan paused, to let his words have their full 
effect. It was his design to crush by his superiority the man 
nhose fidelity he had a thousand reasons to suspect. 

** Tiburcio," continued he, ** is of a race — or appears to be 
of a race — ^that unites intelligence with courage 5 and you 
are his mortal enemy. Do you begin to understand 
me?»» 
. « No,'» said CuchiUo. 

** Well, you will presently, after a few simple questioni 
which I intend to ask you. The first is : — In your expedition 
with Arellanos, had you not a horse that stumbles in the left 
leg?" 

** Eh !»» ejaculated Ouchillo, turning pale. 

•* A second question : — ^Were they really Indians who 
murdered your companion ?'* 

•* Perhaps it was me f»» replied the outlaw, with a hideout 
mile. 

** Third question: — Did you not receive, in a deadly 
struggle, a wound in the leg ? and fourth : Did you not 
carry upon your shoulders the dead body of Arellanos?*' 
. " I did— to preserve it from being mutilated by the 
Indians.'* 

•* One more question : --Was it for this you fl ing the dead 
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body into the neighbouring river — not quite <]ead, it niiy 
be ?» 

The beams of the moon, slanting through the leaves ol 
the granadiues, shone with a livid redection on the Taoe of 
(he outlaw, who with haggard eyes listened^ without c</ii^ 
^M-ehending whence they came, to the proofe of a murddi 
\^ hich ho believed for ever buried in the deseit, 

Cuchillo, when imparting to Don Estevan the kno\v.edg 
of hig marvellous secret, had of course taken care not to giv« 
in detail the exact manner by which he had himself become 
master of it ; he had merely stated such circumstances as 
were necessary to convince the Spaniard of the importjmce 
of the discovery. It would be impossible to paint the stupe- 
fied expression of his countenance, as he listened to these 
interrogatories. The very desert itself had spoken ! 

" Docs Tiburcio know all this f " he asked, with an ill-dis- 
sembled anxiety. 

** No ; but he knows that the assassin of his father had a 
horse like yours ; that he was wounded in the leg ; that he 
flung the dead body in the water. Of one matter only is he 
still ignorant — ^the name of the mm'derer. But now let me 
say to you ; if you give me the slightest cause to suspect 
your fidelity, I shall deliver the secret to this young man, 
who will crush you like a scorpion. Good blood never lies ; 
so I repeat it, Cuchillo ; no deception — no treason, or your 
life will answer for it I" 

** Well, as regards Tiburcio," muttered Cuchillo to him- 
•eli^ **if you only keep the secret till this time to-morrow 
Dight, you may then shout it in his eai's: I shall have no fear 
of his hearing you." 

The outlaw was one of those characters who soon leiovei 
ii'om a shock, similar to that he had }ust received. Ahuosl 
Ml the instant he inquired, with impudent assurance : 

" But youT Excellency has not proved to me tliat (hit 
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f oung fellow is in love with Dofia Rosarita ; and aniil 1 hifi 
proof of thu» [ shull not doabt nij penetration ^* 

" Ilush !' interi'ii2)ted the Spuniard ; " I fancy I heai 
Toioes !" 

Both remained bileut. In ad^nacing across the garden, 
dbt two men had approached nearer to the M'all^ of ihi 
liuilding, and on that Bide of it which fronted the window 
Lelopging to the chamber of Itosarita. They were still at a 
considerable distance from tJie window itself; bnt so tran- 
quil was the night, that oounds could be heard a long way 
off. As they stood to listen, a con: ascd murmur of voicoB 
reached their ears — as of two persons engaged in conversa* 
tion — but the words could not be distinguished. 

"It is the voice of Tibuicio and Rosarita I" muttered th« 
outlaw. 

"Did I not tell you ? f ou mav take that, I think, as a^ 
instalment of vhe proof you are de^rous of having." 

A reflection, at this moment^ c»ine into the mind of the 
Spaniard, that btinick upon his spirit like a thunderbolt* It 
was this : — " If the young girl^ after all, is really in love with 
tliis fellow, what a dilemma I I may have to renounce all 
idea of the marria^'o, which I had designed as tho comer- 
tone of my vast editice !" 

Don Estevan was the only one who at this time was aware 
of the real name and faLvily of Tiburcio, and of course knew 
Ihat he was not unwonVy of the daughter of a Mexicjui 
lacicnd&iic). But it had aever entered his mind that this 
f cung girl, who only regarded Tiburcio in the light of a poor 
gambttsino, would think for a moment of reciprocating his 
passion. His ideas were suddenly altered, however, on hear- 
ing the voices of Tiburcio and Rosarita, altomating with 
each other, with no other witness to their conversation than 
Ihe tiars in the sky. It was t^videi t, therefore, that Rosarita 
did not regard the young rastic with an nnfavonring eyc^ 
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An interview, such as this, could not be otlierwise tLan i 
thing premeditated and prearranged 

Thb heart of tlie S].aniard swelM with rage at th« 
thought. His ambition was suddenly ilAnued : for this waa 
an obstacle that had never occurred to hun, H-s connte 
nance exhibited a thoughtful and troubled expression. H4 
fo lud himself unexpectedly in the prevenc^j of one of those 
exigencies, which render diplomacy powerless, and absolve 
all reasons of state. lie had behind him a man ready to 
destroy whatever victims he might pomv out; but he 
remembered that twenty years of expiation had failed tc 
wash from his memory a murder of wlich he had been him 
self accused. Should he, then, after having passed the middle 
of his career, again embitter thu temainder of his days by 
another deed of blood? Ont^^^. dther hand, so near the 
object of his ambition, was ho to permit this barrier to stand 
in his way ? or Avith a bold effort to rid himself of the 
obstacle ? 

Thus it is that the ambitious continually roll before them 
the rock of Sisyplius ! 

" Providence," said he to himuelf— and as he pronounced 
she word a bitter smUe played upon his lips — " Providence 
offers me an opportunity to rostore to this young man his 
name and his fortune, and the honours which he has lost, 
Such a good action in my ripe age would perhaps com pen* 
■ate for the crime of my youth. But, no — no — I spurs 
the occasion — it is but a slight sacrifice to the cause which I 
nerve." 

As he spoke, his face was turned towards Cuchillo, who 
was observing him attentively ; but the shadow of the trees 
hindered the outlaw from noting the sombre expression of 
his countenance « 

" The hour is come," said h<^ speaking to CuchiDo in 9 
few toioei '* when our doubt? ure lo be solved. But ] 
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bf f I your projects of vengeance must remain subordinate tA 
Vij wishes — ^now follow me I" 

Saying this, he walked silently towards the hadcndai fol 
lowed by the assassin. 

The storm which threatened Tibardo, promised soon Ic 
break over his head* Two dangerous enemies wcr« 
approaching him; Cuchillo with wounded selfesteuip and 
pui-poses of vengeance that caused him to gi^d his teeth ai 
he thought of them ; and Don Estevan, smarting at the dia- 
ooyery of such an obstacle to his ambition. 

Tiburcio in going forth from his cliamber, and traversing 
the path that conducted him to the ap[>ointed rendezvousi 
was under the belief he had not been observed: neither Avas 
he ; but unfortunately chance had now betrayed him. 

The night was not so dark as Don Estevan and Cuchillo 
would have wished; nevertheless, by crouching low, and 
keeping well in to the wall that enclosed the garden, they 
succeeded in reaching a little grove of orange and citron 
trees, the foliage of which was thick enough to shelter t})em 
from \4ew. From this grove, thanks to the calmness of the 
night, they could catch every word that was said — fo? 
under the shadow of the trees they were able to appr jadb 
rery near to the speakers. 

" Wliatever you may hear," whispered Don Estevw: m 
the ear of the oliier, ^' remain motionless as I do.** 

^ I will,** simply answered Cuchillo, 

The two now placed themsekes in an attitude to tee 
and hear. They were separated from the speakers by a 
slight barrier of leaves and branches, and bv a distance not 
greater than an active man could pass over in two bounds. 
Little did the victims of their espionage suspect their proi 
imity --little dreamt Tiburcio of the danger that was so neai 
bun. 



Unm THAOUGH TKX WDiDOW. \fk 



CJHAPTERXXV. 

LOTS THBOUGH THS WXVDOW. 

Fob a time the listener heard nothing iMjond thoM 
d^^mmon-place speeches exchanged betweift lovem— ^^ 
Uie young man doubtful of his position, mair«i himself heard 
In reproaches, or arguments, which to him appes? all-power- 
ful, while the responses which he meets with show too plainly 
that he is cither not loved at all, or that the advantages are 
on the side of the girl. But was this really the position of 
Tiburcio with Rosarita ? It remains to be known. 

According to the custom of country houses throughoui 
Mexico, the window of Rosarlta's chamber was unglazed« 
Strong iron bars, forming what is called the reja^ hindered 
an entrance from without ; and behind this reja, lit up by 
the lamp in the chamber, the young girl was standing in an 
attitude of graceful ease. In the calm and perfumed night 
she appeared even more charming than when seen in the 
brilliant saloon — for it is behind the railing of thoae bai* 
^^uies that the women of Spanish race appear to the greatest 
111 vantage. 

A reboso of silk was tkrown over her head, falling over 
ik/^' shoulders in graceful undulations. The window running 
qmte down to the level of the floor, concealed nothing of 
her person ; she was visible from the crown of her hea^l to 
the satin slipper that covered her pretty little foot ; and the 
outline of her figure forniied m a graceful dlhouettc, against 
ihe light burning \nthin. 

Tiburcio«his forehead rcBting against the bars, appeared if 
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■tniggle with a piunfhl conviction that was bst forcing ilnoH 
npon him« 

**AhI" said he, "I have not forgotten, as you, Ro^arita, 
Jhe day when I first saw you in the forest. Tlic twilight wai 
•o sombre I could scarce inalf; oi.t youi form, Tiiiick 
appeared like the graceful jhadow of some siren of thf 
woods. Your voice I could hear, and there was somethinf 
in it that charmed my soul — something that I Jud nerei 
heard till that moment." 

**I nave never forgotten the service you rendered us,*' 
Mud the young girl; "hut why recall those times? they ar« 
long past." 

** Long past ! no, not to me, Rosarita — that scene appears 
to me as if it had happened yesterday. Yes," continued the 
young man, in a tone of melancholy, " when the light of the 
camp-fire by little and little enabled me to ohserve the radi* 
ant beauty of your face, I can scarce describe the emotion 
which it gave me." 

Had Tiburcio, instead of looking to the ground, but raised 
his eyes at that moment, he might have noticed upon the 
countenance of Rosarita, an expression of interest, whUe a 
slight blush reddened her cheeks. Perhaps her heart was 
scarce touched, but rarely does woman listen, without plea- 
pare, to those impassioned tones that speak the praises of het 
beauty. 

Tiburcio oonti^\ied in a voice still softer and more marksd 
by emotioK — " I have not forgotten the flowers of the lianas 
which I gatjifijred for you, and that seemed to give forth 
a sweeter perfume when mingled with the tresses of youf 
hair. Ah I it was a subtle poison that was entering into my 
heart, and which has resulted in filling it with an incurable 
passion. Ah! fool that I have been ! Is it possibles, Rosa* 
rita, that you have forgotten those sweet souvenirs upoc 
which 1 have lived from that day up to the present hour ?" 
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There are oertain moments of indiscretion m the life of 
nest women, of which they have a dislike to bo reminded. 
Was it so with Rosarita? She was oilcnt for a while, as If 
her rebellious memory could not recall the particulars men- 
tioned by Tiburcio. 

" No,'* at length answered she, in a tone so low as not to 
betray a slight trembling of her voice, *' I do not forgot, but 
re were then only children— to-day — " 

"To-day,'* interrupted Tiburcio in a tone of bitter 
**eproach, ^' to-day that is all forgotten, since a Senator from 
Aiispe has condescended to comprise you in his projects of 
ambition." 

The melodious voice of Rosarita was now heard in a tone 
of disdainful anger, Tibui*cio had wounded her pride. 

" Comprise me in his projects of ambition," said she, hei 
beautiful nostrils curving scoi*nfully as she spoke, " and who 
has told you, senor, that it is not I who condescend ?" 

*' This stranger, too," continued Tiburcio, still preserving 
his reproachful manner, *' this Don Estevan — ^whom I hate 
even worse than the Senator — ^has talked to you of the ple^* 
•ores of Madrid — of the wonderful countries that lie beyond 
the sea— and you wish to see them with your own 
•yes I" 

*' Indeed I acknowledge," answered Rosarita, "that in 
these dsserts life appears to me dull enough. Something 
t^s me that I was not made to die without takmg part in 
\hose splendours of the world of which I have heard so much* 
What can j ou offer to me— to my &ther ?" 

" I uniei-stand now," cried Tiburcio with despairing bit- 
terness, " to be poor, an orphan, unhappy — these are not the 
tivJes to wir the heart of a woman." 

*' Ton are unjust, Tiburcio. It \s almost always the very 
reverse Ihal happens — for it is tie instinct of a woman to 
prefer tnose who are as you say« But it is different witk 

8* 



!7d TBI WOOD-EANGEIUi. 

fethers, who, alas I rarely share thia preference with than 
daughtei's." 

There was in these last words a sort of tacit avowal which 
Tiburcio evidently did not comprehend — for he continued hur 
reproaches and bitter recriminations, causing tho young gir 
many a sigh as she listened to them. 

" Of course you love this Senator,** said he. " Do no> 
Mlk, then, of being compelled I" 

** Who talks of being compelled?" said Kosarita, hastily 
biterrupting the young man. ** I said nothing of comjml 
rion, I only spoke of the desire which my father has already 
manifested ; and against his will, the hopes you may have 
conc4?ived would be nothing more than chimeras or idle 
ireams." 

** And this will of your father is to throw you into the 
arms of a ruined prodigal, who has no other aim tlian tc 
build up the fortune he has squandered in dissipation, and 
satisfy his ambitious desires? Say, Rosarita, say I is this 
will in consonance with your own ? Docs your heart agree 
CO it ? If it is not, and there is the least compulsion upon 
you, how happy should I be to contest for you ^dth this 
rival. Ah I you do not make answer — you love him, Rosa- 
rita? And I — Oh I why did they not leave mo to die upon 
the road?** 

At this moment a slight rustling was heard in the grove 
•f oranges, where Don Estevan and Cudiillo were crouching 
k oonceahncnt. 

"Hush I** said the young girl, **did you not hear • 
noise ?'* 

Tiburcio turned himself quickly, his eye on fire, his hoar' 
beating joyfully with the hope of having some one upon 
which to vent the terrible anger that tortured it— bat the 
rays of the moor, shone only upor the silvery ftliage— ai' 
quiet around. 
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He then resumed his gloomy and pensive attitade. 8a^ 
&088 had again taken possession of his soul, through whlcb 
the quick bui*8t of anger had passed as lightning through a 
•ombre sky. 

" Very likely," slid he, with a melancholy smile, ^* it la th 
ipirit of some poor lover who has died from despcdr.** 

"Sanlisinia VirgenI" exclaimed Rosarita^ making tkf 
■ign of the cross. " You make me afraid^ Tiburcio. Do 
you believe that one could die of love?" ^he inquired in k 
tone of na'ivetL 

" It may be," replied Tiburcio, with a sad smile still play- 
ing upon his lips. Then changing bis tone, he continued| 
** Hear me, Rosarita I you are ambitious, you have said so — 
hear me then I Supposing I could give you all that ha^ been 
promised you ? hitherto I have preferred to plead the cause 
of Tiburcio poor and an orphan ; I shall now advocate that 
of Tiburcio Arellanos on the eve of becoming rich and pow- 
erful ; noble too I shall become— for I sh&U make mysdf an 
illustrious name and offer it to you." 

As he said these words the young xn^n raised his eyes 
towards heaven: his countenance oxlibited an altered 
expression, as if there was revived in his soul the pride of an 
ftndent race. 

For the first tin.e since the commencement of the inter^ 
view, Tiburcio was talkhig sensibly, and the daughter of Eve 
appeared to lister ndth more attention than what she baJ 
hitherto exliibited. 

Meanwhile the two spies were also listening attentively 
from their hiding-place among the oranges. Not a woid of 
what was said, rot a gesture escaped them. The last speech 
of Tiburcio had caused them to exchange a ra]nd glance 
The countenance of the outlaw betrayed an expression of 
t%ge mingled with shame. After the impudent manner m 
which he had boasted of his penetration, he felt confounded 
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in the prcsenoe of Don Estevan, whose eyefi were fiied ipoi 
him with a look of implacable raillery. 

** We shall see now/* whispered the Spamard, " whethei 
tliis young fellow knowf no more of the situation of the CM 
den Valley than he does of the Garden of Eden." 

Cuclallo quailed under this terrible irony, but made no 
reply. 

As yet Don Estevan had learnt nothing new. The essen 
tial object with him was to discover whether Tiburcio's pat* 
sion was reciprocated : the rest was of little importance. In 
the behaviour of Rosarita there was certainly something that 
betrayed a tender compassion for the adopted son of Arel 
(anos ; but was thb a sign of love ? That was the question 
to which Don Estevan desired to have the answer. 

Meanwhile, having excited the evil passions of the outlaw 
to the highest pitch, he judged it prudent to moderate them 
again : an explosion at that moment would not have been 
politic on his part. A murder oonmnitled before his fiic6| 
even though he had not ordered it either by word or gesture, 
would at least exhibit a certain complicity with the assassin, 
and deprive him of that authority which he now exercised 
over Cuchillo. 

** Not for your life!** said he, firmly grasping the arm of 
the outlaw, whose hand rested upon his knife. ** Not for 
f onr soul's safety I Remember ! till I give the word, the 
life of this young man is sacred. Hush I*' he continued, 
^ listen !" and still holding the outlaw by the arm, he turned 
his eyes upon Tiburcio, who had again commenced speak- 
ing. 

"Why shoull I conceal it from you longer f" exclaimed 
Ihc young man, jn a tone to which the attentive attitude of 
Rosarita had lent animation. " Hear me, then I honouii»^ 
riches — power I can lay at your feet^ lut yo"i alone can ena 
Ue me to effect this miracle.*' 
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Roganla fixed her eyes upon the speaker with an inU"'^ 
gator J expression, 

" Perhaps I should have told you soiiner,*' oontiuuod 
Tiburcio, " that my adopted mother no longer lives — '* 

"I know it," interrupted the young girl, "you ar« 
Jone in the world; I heard it tliis evening from my 
hther." 

The voice of Rosarita, in pronouncing these wurds, was 
•oft as the breeze that sighed through the groves of orange* ; 
and her hand, falling as if by chance into that of Tiburcio, 
did not appear to sliun the pressure given to it. 

At the sight of this, the hand of Don Estevan gi-adually 
relaxed its hold upon the arm of Cuchillo. 

'* Yes," continued Tiburcio, " my mother died in poverty, 
though she has left me a valuable inheritance, and at the 
same time a legacy of vengeance. True, it is a dangerous 
secret of which I am the heir. <:)r it has already been death to 
tliose who possessed it ; nevertheless it will furnish the means 
to raise myself to an opulence like your own. The ven- 
geance which I have sworn to accomplish must be delayed, 
bat it shall not bo forgotten. I shall yet seek the murderei 
«f Arellanos." 

At these words Cuchillo turned pale, impatiently grinding 
bis teeth. His arm was no longer restrained, Don Estevan 
grasped it no more, for he saw that the hand of Rnsariit 
was still pressed by that of Tiburcio. 

"Hear me further 1" continued the young man. "About 
ftxty leagues from here, in the heart of the Indian country, 
there is a placer of gold of incalculable richness ; it was dis- 
covered by my adopted father. My mother on her death- 
bed gave me full directions to find the place ; and all this 
gold may be mine, Rosarita, if yc u will only love me. With- 
tut youi love I care notUnf for it. What should I do witk 
such riches ?'• 
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Tibnrcio awaited the aQ9wer of Boearita. fhai luflwei 
6sVL upon his heart like the toJding Ot> ^ iiiueral knclL 

**I hope, Tiburcio," said hhe, with a significant 8mil<, 
^ Uiat tliis is onlj a ncse on your part to put me to the {nooi 
- '1 hope so, because I do not wish to believe thaw you hav« 
acted so vile a part as to make yourseli master of a secret 
that belongs to another." 

*' The secret of another !" cried the yoong man in a voic# 
hoarse with aston'ishment. 

** Yes, a secret which belongs only to Don Estevan. 
know it — '» 

Tiburcio at once fell from the summit of his dreams. S: 
his secret, too, was lost to him as well as her whom ho loved 
this secret upon which he had built his sweetest hopes ; and 
to aud to the bittciiiess of his disappointment, she too — fci 
whr ae sake alone he had valued it — she to aceuse him of 
irer^on 1 

"Ahl" cried he, "Don Estevan knows of the Gk)lden 
Val*ey ?" perhaps then he can tell me who murdered my 
father I Oh ! my God !" cried he, striking the ground with 
his heel, " perhaps it was himself!" 

" Pray God rather to protect you, — ^you will need all hii 
grace I" cried a rough voice, which caused Rosarita to utter 
a cry of terror as she saw a dark form — ^that of a man nwb 
ing forward and flinging himself upon Tiburcio. 

The young man, before he could place himneif m au ail^ 
fcade of defence, received a severe wound, and losing l\i» 
balance fell to the ground. The next moment his enemy was 
over him. For some minutes the two struggled together 
in silence — nothing was heard but their loud quick breathing. 
The knife of Cuchillo, already stained with blood, had 
escaped from his hand, and lay gleaming upon the gro\md 
without his being able to reach it. 

♦*Now, villain, we are quits,'* cried Tiburcio, who wit)i ac 
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tffcrt of supreme strength had got uppermost, and wai 
knuchng upon the breast of tlie outlaw. " Villain !V repsatecl 
he, as he endeavoured to get hold of his poignard : " yon 
•hall die the death of an assassin." 

Places had suddenly changed — ^Tiburcio was now the 
•ggn^ssor, but at this moment a third personage appeared 
•pon the scene. It was Don EsteTii:. 

** Hold," screamed Rosarita, " hold, for the love of the 
Holy Virgin ! This young man is my father's guost ; hii 
life is sacred under our roof," 

Don Estcvan grasped the arm that was nused to strike 
Ouchillo, and as Tiburcio turned to see what thus interfered 
between him and his vengeance, the outlaw glided fiom under 
him. 

Tiburcio now sprang up, rolled his serape around his left 
tirm, and holdhig it as a shield, stood with his body inclined 
backward, his left leg advaro^, and his right hand firmly 
grasping his weapon, in the aetitode of an ancient gladiator. 
He appeared for a moment as if choosing upon which of hi* 
antagonists he would first launch himself. 

" You call this being quits I" cried CuchiUo, his breast 
Mill heaving from the pressure of Tiburcio's knee. " Your 
Ufe belongs to me— I only lent it to you, and I shall now take 
it back." 

*' Come on dog !" shouted "Kburcio, in answer ; ** and yon 
W)o, Don Estevan, you cowardly assassin I you who pay for 
tie murder of defenceless people." 

The countenance of the Spaniard turned livid pale at tbia 
unexpected accusation. He instantly drew his dagger, and 
crying out : — " Down with him Cuchillo I" rashed furiously 
forward to the attack. 

No doubt Tiburcio would soon have succumbed befoi« 
two such foimidable antagonists, but at this moment a red 
light flashed upon the combatants, as Dona Rosaiita, wit)» 
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a fliimiiig torch in her hand^ rushed forward bdtweea 
thorn." 

The aspect of Tiburcio, who, despite the odds against him, 
and the blood that was runnmg from his arm, still fearlessly 
maiataiued his defensive attitude, caused the heart of Roearitf 
to ocat with sympathetic admiration. This sanguinary iU> 
nouement to their interview, was pleading the cause of tht 
^over far more eloquently than either his reproaches or pro 
mises I 

The first impulse of Rosarita was to fling liersclf into the 
arms of the young man so daring and beautifiiL She wai 
restrained only from following this impulse, by a feeling of 
feminine delicacy ; and for an instant Tiburcio seemed tht 
cne about whom she was least concerned. 

"Oh! my God I" cried she, *'are you wounded? Don 
Estevan ? Scnor Cuchillo ? Seiior Arechiza I retire ; for the 
love of the Virgin, let not the world know that a crime haa 
been committad 14 oar lioa^e.'' 

The excited bearing of the young girl, Ltjr bosom heaving 
under the light tissue of her dress, her reboso floating behind 
her, mingled with the long dark tresses of her dishevelled 
nair — all these, added to the proud savage beauty of hei 
countenance— commanded respect ; and as if by enchant* 
ment, the weapons of the combatants were restored to their 
sheaths. 

Cuchillo growled like a dog newly muzzled, while Dim 
Estevan preserved a sombre silence. Both walked away 
from the ground, and their forms were soon lost in the dark 
ness. 

Tiburcio, Avith face upturned, his eyes still flashing with 
rage, his features illuminated with the red light of the torch, 
remained for some moments without changing his attitude. 
Hia features exhibited that sui)er b expression that dangei 
Mily magnifies into grandeur. Grad'aally, however, theii 
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tone became softened, and an air of melancholy sHccoeded iti 
M his eyes rested upon R^ ?nrita. The yonng girl had sud* 
denly become pale, under the reaction of such m\'\1 emotion«, 
ail} well as under the influence of the powerful sentiment now 
rtkhidlcd within her heart. Acting under this influence at 
wall, she liastily arranged her scarf in order to cover hei 
nude shoulders, and the palpitating movements of her 
bosom. Even her motive for this wag misunderstood by 
Tiburcio, 

" Rosvrita I" he said, speaking with perfect calmness, " 1 
might have doubted your words, but your actions have spo- 
ken more plainly. It was to my enemies you first ran, though 
my blood was spilling : all your fears appeared to be for Dois 
Estevan." 

" God knows that I do not deserve this reproach," said 
the young girl, as with a look of terror she saw the blood 
streaming to the ground. At the same instant she advanced 
to examine the wound. 

Tiburcio repulsed her by stepping backward. 

** It is too late," said ho with a bitter smile, " the evil if 
done. Adieu I I have been too long your guest. The hos- 
pitality of your house b fatal to me. Under your roof my 
life has been threatened, my dearest hopes have been crushed t 
Adieu, Rosarita I Adieu !" 

As he pronounced the last words, he turned and walked 
hwtilj away. There was a broken place in the wall of the 
enclosure, and towards this he directed his 8te])s. A bun 
dred paces beyond, the forest commenced, and the dark 
sombre trees were visible through the opening. The mysttv 
rious light he had already noticed, was still jUmmerinfi; 
feebly above their tops. 

"Wlieieare you going Tiburcio?" cried the young gxt,^ 
her hands joined and her eyes filling with tears, ^* my fatter*! 
roof will protect you.»' 
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Ubiircio only answered by a negative fihako of ihi 
bead. 

^' But yondor/' continued Rosarita» pointing to the woodt, 
•* yonder, alone and without defence — danger— death will 
await you.'» 

" God will send me friends," answered Tiburcio, glancing 
10 war is the distant light. "The hospitality of tlie waudcr- 
Axxg traveller — a sleep by his camp fire — will be safer for ni^ 
than that of your father's roof." And Tiburcio coutmued to 
advance towards the breach with a gentle but resolute step. 

** For the love of heaven do not expose yourself to dan 
gers that may perhaps arise when I am no longer present tc 
protect you I I tell you out yonder you \vill be risking your 
life ;" then giving to her voice a tone of persuasive soilness, 
she continued, " In what place, Tiburcio, will you be safer 
than with me ?" 

Tiburcio's resolution was for a moment shaken, and he 
paused to make answer. 

" One word, Rosarita I" said he ; " say that you hate my 
rival as I hate him — say this, and I remain." 

A violent conflict appeai-ed to arise in the breast of Rosa- 
rita, Her bosom swelled with conflicting emotions, as she 
^bred upon Tiburcio a glance of tender reproach, but ^hi 
reuiained silent. 

To a man of Tiburcio's age the heart of a woman is a 
ifcaled book. Not till we have lost the attractions of youth 
—so powerful, despite its inexperience — are we able to pene- 
trate the mysteries of the female heart — a sad compensation 
which Grod accords to the matmity of age. At thirty years 
ribiu'cic would have remained. But he was yet only twenty- 
four ; he had spent his whole life in the desert, and this was 
his first love. 

" You Avill not say it ? Adieu, tnen^. "^ -yied he, " T aiu nc 
longer your guest," and saying this, he leaped over the bro 
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ken wall, before the yooog girl could offer anj opposition to 
his departure. 

Stupefied by this unexpected movement, she mounted 
npon the fragments that lay at the bottom of the wall, vad 
itretching her arms toward the forest, she cried out — 

** Tiburcio ! Tiburcio I do not leave us bo ; do you wish to 
bring upon our liouse the malediction of heaven ?" 

But her voice Avas either lost to his ears, or he disdained 
ko reply. 

She listened a moment, she could hear the »ound of hii 
footsteps fast dying in the distance — until they could be 
heard no more. 

" Oh ! my God," cried she, falling upon hor knees in an 
altitude of prayer, " protect this young m^ from the dan- 
gers that threaten him. Oh God I watch over him, fo^ alas 1 
be carries with him my heart." 

Then forgetting in her gnef her projects of ambition, the 
will of her father, all that deceptive con^dence, which had 
kept silent the voice of a love, of the exiftence of which she 
was hitherto almost ignorant — the youi|g girl rose hastil} 
from her knees, once more mounted upon*the wall, and in a 
heart-rending voice called out, 

** Come back I TKburcio ; come back/ I love orUy you f^ 

But no answer was returned, and wrapping her face in her 
feboso, she sat do\\Ti and wept 

Before returning to her chamber she cast one more looV 
hi the direction of the forest, but the woods wen; still envo 
loped in the obscurity of night ; all was sombre :in«i nilent 
though in the distance the feeble light was still gliinmcring 
over the tree tops. All at once it appeared for an instant tc 
flash more bnghtly, as il* offering a welccire lo him who bftd 
00 longer a home \ 
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▲ K ▲BBUPT DBPABTU&S. 

Don BsnEVAK and Cuchillo, on leaving the grcTincI of U^l 
ir>mbat, returned to the alley of granadines ; but for some 
time not a word passed between them. Don Estcvan wai 
buried in a profound meditation. More skilled than his 
ooai*se companion in the mysteries of the female heart, he had 
divined, before the end of the dialogue between Rosarita and 
Tiburcio, that the young girl felt for the latter a tender senti- 
ment. It was true it was just gcinninating in her soul; but 
(he accents of her voice, her gestures, and other signs, dis* 
covered to the experienced intelligence of Don Estevaa that 
she really loved Tiburcio, though herself not yet aware of the 
extent of that love« 

For Tiburcio knowing the secret of the Golden Valley, 
Don Estevan cared little — ^that was a matter of secondary 
importance; but Tiburcio*s love reciprocated by Doiis 
Rosarita was a very different affair. This at once presented 
a series of obstacles to the ambitious projects of the Spaoiara 
Tiburcio then must be got out of the way at all hazaj-ds, and 
at any price. Such are the terrible exigencies of ambition. 

It only remained to adopt some plan ; but tl e Spaniard 
was not then in the spirit to think of one. He was wriihiKg 
At the inadvertence that had just happened. 

^The clumsy fool!" he muttered^ but loud enough for hu 
^•mpanion to hear him. 

**Is it of me your excellency is speaking?" inquires! 
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Cucbillo, in a tore that Bavoured strongly of his niual unpu* 
dence. 

•*Who else could I mean, you sot? You who neithoi 
know how to use strength or stratagem! A wcniau hai 
aooouiplislied what you could not do! I have told you thai 
this chii%' is a giant to you ; and had it not been for rat ^ 

**IIad t not been fcr you," interrupted the outlaw, "this 
young fellow would not now have been living to trouble ua.*' 

** How, sir ?" demand^ Don Estevan. 

^* Last night, as I was bringing him to your bivouac, tha 
fellow did an outrage to my honour, and actually threatened 
me. I was about putting an end to our differences by a shot 
from my carbine, when your precious old fool of a servant, 
Benito, came galloping up, and of course I had to renounce 
my defflgn. So you see, the only good action I have ever done, 
has brought me to grief. Such is the reward of our virtue !" 

"Speak for yourself my droll fellow!" said the Spaniard, 
whose pride revolted at being thus classed with such com- 
pany as the outlaw. " But if that could be outraged which 
does not exist, may I ask what attempt this yoimg man made 
upon your honour ?" 

" I do not know myself— it was something that happened 
with my horse, who has the fault " 

Cuchillo interrupted himself as one who has made an 
imprudent speech. 

** The fault of stumbling in the left fore-leg ?" added Don 
Bstevan. " I see — this old history of the murder of Arel* 
knos." 

"I did not murder him," cried the outlaw, impudently 
^ I had reasons not to like him ; but I pardoned him, for a!l 
ihat." 

**0h! jou are so magnanimous! But come, an end to 
ihese pleasantrios. It remains for you to get this young man 
•ot ot the way. I have my reasons for wishuig it so— among 
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Others, he knows our secret. I gave you a half mza to sart 
his life. To-day I have different views regarding him ; and 
I promise to give you twenty os^s^s when I am assured that 
he is no longer alivo." 

*■ Agreed, Don Estcvan ; and in to-morrow's hunt of tbetf 
iriid horses, it will be strange if Tiburoio ArcUani's d;nt 
knock his brains out against either a rock or the trunUof s 
tree, or at lejist get himself into some comer, whore lie won't 
be able to find his way out again. The only regret I hav% 
is, that I shall have to share these twenty onzas with my 
friends, Baraja and Oroche.'* 

•* To-morrow I" exclrumed Don Estevan ; " and who knows 
but that to-morrow may be too late ? Is the night not bet- 
ter for your purpose ? Are you not three to one t Who is 
to assure you that to-morrow I may not change my mind ?" 

This threat seriously alarmed Cuchillo. 

"Carramba! your excellency is quick to decide; you mm 
not of those who leave for to-morrow what should be done 
to-day. Pties — then — ^I shall try my best. In fact, it is very 
quiet here— I wonder the cries of this Jpoung woman have 
not startled the whole house. There's not a creature about." 

Such was in reality the case. Notwithstanding the noise 
of the struggle between Tiburcio and his assailants, and later 
still, the cries of Rosarita, no one had been awakened. The 
vast extent of the building prevented these sounds from bci&g 
beard, particularly as all the domestics of the hacienda. ai 
well as the proprietor himself, were buried in a pro&ionJ 
slumber. 

Cuchillo now directed himself toward the apartment ^h«'?r^i 
he had left his comrades ; Don Estevan rcturaing at the muu 
time to his o\ni chamber. The moon once more poured hei 
soft, silvery lighv ^.^n the grove of oranges, as if n</ crime 
had ever been atterap-^ed in that tranquil spot. 

Don Estevan did no^ go to rest ; but for a long time pacej 
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to and fro across his ampio chamber, with the &ur of mj 
Accustomod to watch over ambitious projecis while othari 
were asleep. 

Afler a lapse of time, Cachillo was heard knocking softly 
at his door ; and as soon as it was opened, the hired assassia 
stepped in. His confused looks caused Don Estevan tu 
Iremble. Was the deed already done? He wished it, jfl 
feared to ask the question. Cuchillo relieved hbxt from hu 
embarrassment by speaking first. 

" My twenty onzas are gone to the devil !'• said he, in a 
lugubrious tone. 

•* How ?" hastily inquired Don Estevan. 

"The bird has liown: the young man is no longer about 
the place." 

**Gonel" exclaimed Don Estevan. **And you have let 
him escape?" 

"How could I hinder him? This brute, Baraja, as well 
18 Oroche, were both drunk with mezcal ; and Diaz refused 
to assist me, point blank. While I was endeavouring to 
arouse the other two, the fellow had taken leg bail through 
an opening in the wall of the garden — at least that's all we 
can make out." 

"And hoAV have yon arrived at this conjecture?" asked 
Don Estevan, angrily striking the floor with his foot. 

*' Why, when we arrived at the place, the Dofia Rosarita 
was clinging over the wall, no doubt guided there by Tibnr- 
do. He could not be far off at the time, for ehe was sdU 
ipalling upon him to return ; and judging by the love-speechei 
ihe was making, she must have earnestly desired it." 

"She loves him, then?" 

" Passionately — or her words and her accents are all deceit. 
Come back/^ she cried, ' Tiburcio^ come backt llove only 
yyut^. These were tlie last words I heard; for shortly aftol 
feka Uft the wall, and we^t back to her room." 
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** We must to horse an! pursue him I" cried Don Estorsi^ 
harrying to make ready ; " yes, there is no help for it now, 
file success of our expedition depends upon the life of this 
ragged fellow. Go! arouse Benito and the others. Tell 
ihem to saddle the horses. Warn your fiicnds in the cham 
l^ar that we must be m route in an hour. Away ! while 1 
•waire Don Augustin and the Senator.^ 

•* Just as I have known him for twenty years," muttered 
Cachillo, as he hastened to his companions, ^ always awake, 
always ready for the greatest obstacles. WeU, if with hit 
character he has not made way in his own country, I fear 
that in Europe perseverance and energy are not worth 
much." 

Don Estevan, as soon as Cuchillo had left him, spent a few 
minutes in putting himself once more in travelling costume, 
and then repaired to the chamber of the Senator. He found 
the door open — as is the custom in a country where people 
spend most of their lives outside their houses. The moon 
was beaming full through the large window, and her light 
illumined the chamber as well as the couch upon which the 
Sr^nator was sleeping. 

"What is it, Don Estevan?" cried the Senator, suddenly 
leaping up in his bed ; " Seiior Duke, I should say.^' Traga- 
iruros had been dreaming of the court of the King of Spain. 

•* What is it, your grace ?" 

** I come to take \t^ Tv^ of you, and to give you my finaJ 
ihK( nictionf " 

*"'Ehl wh^Kf^ said the Senate r, "Is the hour late? oi 
A^W9 I \/t^TL three days asleep ?*» 

** !!&,'' gravely replied the Spaniard, " but there is a seriou 
danger that menaces our projects — both youra and mine. 
This young rustic, whom we found on the road, knows all 
aliout the Golden Valley ; and what is still worse, he lovei 
Doiia Rosarita^ and Dofla Bosarita loves him." 
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Tragadoros, infitead of starting up at this aimoiuioeiiieiit| 
sank back upon his pillow, crying out 

^^Adiea then to the million dollars of dowry 1 adieii to 
those beautiful plains covered with hor.^es and cattlei i^ich 
I already believed my ownt adieu to the honours of ihm 
lourt of Carlos el Primero /" 

"Cornel all is not yet lost,»» said Don Estevan. •♦The 
evil may be remedied if taken in tune. This young fellow 
has quitted the hacienda. It will be necessary to foQow and 
find him before he gets out of the way. So much the 
worse for him, if his evil star is in opposition to yours.*' 

The Spaniard said no more of his designs with regard to 
Tiburcio. As to the Senator, it was of little importance to 
him how he was to be disembarrassed of so dangerous a 
rival, so long as he himself should not be troubled with the 
matter. 

" Whatever may be the end of it," added Don Estevan, 
"one thing is certain — the yoimg fellow will never be 
allowed to come back to this house, for I sliall arrange tliat 
with Don Augustin, You will therefore be master of the 
situation, and will have everything your own way. Make 
the young lady love you — ^it will be easy enoughT—your 
rival will be absent, he may be dead — for these deserts are 
dangerous, and you know the old proverb about absence ?" 

" I shall make myself irresistible I" said the Senator, " for 
vnce yesterday I feel as if I was on fire about this lovely 
creature, who appears to have come down direct from 
aeaven — and then — such a dowry l" 

•♦No man ever aimed at an object more desirable than 
this immense dowry and this fair flower of the desert. 
Spare no pains, therefore, to win both the lady and the for- 
iune.»* 

♦♦If necessary I shall spin for her, as Hercules at the feel 
0fOmphali.»» 
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" 11a, ha, ha I»» laughed the Spaniard. " 1^ Hercules LbA 
any merits in the eyes of Oniphal6, it wa* not on account of 
bis Bpiuning, but because he was Hercules. No — do belter 
than spin. To-morrow Don Augustin has a hunt amcD| 
riis Ayild steeds; there will be an opportunity for you U 
distinguish yourself by some daring explc.t. Mount oe 3 ol 
the wildest of the horses, fbr the honour of the beautiful eyoi 
of Rosarita, and after having tamed liiin, ride him uj) panting 
into her presence. Tliat will gain you more grace than 
handling the thread and distaff d la IlereideaJ*^ 

The Senator responded to these councils with a sigh: 
and Don Estevan, having given him further instructions ai 
to how he was to act during the absence of the expedition, 
took leave of him, and repaired to the chamber of Don 
Augustin. 

The clank of his hea\7^ spurs, as he entered the 8lee])ing 
apartment of the haciendado, awoke the latter — who on 
opening his eyes and seeing his nocturnal visitor in full 
riding-costume, cried out : 

"What! is it time to set forth upon the chafle? I did 
not know the hour was so hitel" 

"No, Don Augustin," replied the Spania/d, "but for me 
the hour has come to set forth upon a more serious pursuit 
than that of wild horses. I hasten to pursue the enemy of 
yonr house — the man who has abused your hospitality, and 
who, if not captured, may bring ruin upon all our projects.'* 

"The enemy of my house I the man who has abused ray 
hospitality!" cried the haciendado, starting up in astonibh. 
ment, and seizing a long Toledo rapier that hung by the sida 
of his bed, " Who is the man that has acted so, Don Esto- 
rani?" 

" Be calm 1" said Don Estevan, smiling inwardly at the 
contrast exhibited between the spirit of the hac endado aiid 
ihe pufiillanirnity of the Senator. " Be calm J the enem> I 
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ipetk ct isno longer under your roof— he ha^ fled beyond 
the reach of your just vengeance." 

^ Bnt who is he ?" impatiently demanded Don Augustin. 

** Tiburcio Arellanos." 

•* What I Tiburcio Arellanos my enemy 1 I do not boliey* 
k. Loyalty and courage are the characteristics of tinfi 
yoimg man. I shall never believe him a traitor." 

** He knows the situation of the Golden Valley I Further 
morOi he loves your daughter 1" 

** Is that all ? Why, I was aware of these facts already I" 

"Tea, but your daughter loves him — ^perhaps you were 
not aware of that fact ?" 

Don Estevan here detailed the events that had ji^^t tran- 
spired, and which proved that the passion of the young 
gambusino was reciprocated by Rosarita. 

*• Well !*• calmly rejoined Don Augustin ; " so much tl)« 
worse for the Senator I" 

This reply could not fail to astonish the Spaniard, aud 
create a feeling of disappointment. 

" Remember," said he, " remember, Don Augustin Pena, 
that you have engaged your word — not only to me, not only 
to Tragaduros, but to a prince of the blood royal of Spain, 
from whose brow this apparently simple incident — tlie ca- 
price of a young girl — ^may snatch a crown. Think too of 
J >ur country — its future glory and greatness — all dependent 
on the promise you have given — " 

" Why," interrupted Don Augustin, ** why set forth all 
these considerations ? After my promise has been given, T 
never retract my word. But it is only to the Duke de Ar 
mada I have engaged myself, and he alone can free me from 
that engagement. Are you satisfied with this assurance ?'' 

** How CAuld I be otherwise ?" cried the Spaniard, holdijig 
•ut his hand to the noble haciendado. ** Enough ! I Lave 
fovr word. It will be necessary for me to leave you withoui 
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&rther delay. This young fellow may latl oomradet ti 

tcoomj>any him to the Gohlen Valley. There is not a 
moment, therefore, to be lost. I must at once proceed to 
Tubao, Adieu, my frioml, adieu f" 

Don Auguslin would have risen to accompany his guest U 
the gates, but the Spaniard would not permit him, and they 
parted without farther ceremony. 

When Don Estevan reached the court-yard, his attendants 
and domestics were found in readiness to depart, llie mules 
had been packed, and the remiula collected in charge of the 
driver. The followers, Cuchillo, Baraja, Oroche, and Pedro 
Diaz were already in their saddles — the last mounted on a 
magnificent and fiery steed, which told that the gcneroui 
haciendado had kept his promise. 



CHAPTER XXVIL 

TOS LONB FIRB IN TBI F0BB8T. 

Thk motive for this hasty departure from the hacienda 
mvm unknown only to Benito and the other domestics. Tht 
pavalicr adventurers were aware of its object, though two 
ef them, Baraja and Oroche, had no very clear understand * 
Ing upon the matter. The fumes of the mezcal were still 
m theii' heads, and it was with difficulty they ccjW balance 
themselves in the saddle. They were sensible ol \heir sitna* 
lion, and did their best to conceal it from the eyes of tht 
ehiei 

•*Am I straight in my stirrups?" whispered Droohe 
addressing himself to Barsya. 
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•*8trwgbt as a bamboo!" replied the other. Do 1 
appear fii^m ?" inquired he m turn. 

" Firm aa a rock," was the response. 

Thanks to the efforts they were making to keep therasclve* 
vpnght, Don Estevan, as he glanced over the ranks of his 
followers, did not observe anything amiss. Cuchillo, how 
ever, knowing that they were not in a fit state for inspectioii 
regarded them with an anxious glance. 

As Don Estevan was about to mount, the outlaw rode up 
to him, and pointing to the othe]*s with an expressive ges- 
ture, said, "If your honour desires me to act as guide, and 
give the order of march, I am ready to enter upon my 
duties." 

"Very well," replied Don Estevan, springing into the 
saddle, " commence at any moment, but let us be gone ae 
Boon as possible." 

" Benito I" shouted the newly appointed guide, " take the 
rtmuda and recua in advance ; you will wait for us at tb* 
bridge of the Salto de AguaJ*^ 

Benito, with the other attendants, obeyed the order in 
gilence; and the moment after were moving with their 
respective charges along the road leading to Tubac, A 
Kttle later the cavalcade rode out of the court yard of the 
hacienda, and turning round the wiall of the enclosure, 
guided by Cuchillo, proceeded toward the breach through 
which Tiburcio had passed. The guide was riding by tb» 
«de of Don Estevan. 

" We have found his traces," said he to the chief, as ihaj 
moved forward ; " he is down in the forest." 

♦* Where?" 

"Do you see a light yonder shining through the trees ?" 

The mysterious light was gleaming, just as Tibarcio ha<l 
first seen it from his window. It wis to this that CucUlIa 
directed the attention of the :bIo£ 



" Yes,'* replied the latter, " what of it f* 

" It is the camp-fire of some travollerg; ilJ in all proto 
bilj/y the fellow ^nll be found there. So," continued hc^ 
with » hideous sraiic, *' we are going to give chase to a wild 
OOlt — which will better than hunting Don Augustin'P wild 
korees^-aud here are the three hunters." 

As the outlaw Kiid this, he pointed with his whip, first to 
fiiinself, and then to his two comrades, Oroche and Baraja. 

" They have both espoused our quarrel," he added. 

" From what motive ?" inquired the Spaniard. 

" That motive which the hound has in taking the part of 
the hunter against the stag," answered the outlaw, with a 
significant smile ; " they only follow their instincts, and they 
are two animals with formidable teeth." 

At this moment the moon shone out, and gloaming upon 
the carbines and knives of the two adventurei-s, seemed to 
confirm the assertion of Cuchillo. But the light proved dis- 
advantageous to Baraja and Oroche, for it enabled Don 
Estevfin to perceive that they were far from steady in their 
seats. 

** Why, these fellows are drunk I" cried he, tummg upon 
the guide a look of furious reproach. " Are these the assist- 
ants you count upon ?" 

**True, your honour," replied Cuchillo, "they are not 
exactly sober; but I hope soon to cure them. I know of a 
comedy that will set them all right in five minutes. It is tht 
frait of the jocuistley which grows abundantly in these parts. 
I ihall find it as soon as we have reaohed the woods." 

Don Estcvan was forced to swallow his chagrin in silence. 
It was not the time for vain recriminations ; and above all, 
Tibttrcio had first to be found, before the sei*vices of either 
of the inebriated gentlemen would be called into reqiusition. 

In a few seconds' time the party had reached the broach in 
Ihe wall. Cuchillo dismounted, and strikmg a light, pointed 
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oat to the others the traces left by Tiburcio. Theie eould 
be seen some fragments freshly fallen from the Tvall, evi 
dently detached by the feet of one passing over ; but whaJ 
was of more consequence, they were stained with drops of 
blood. This must have been Tiburcio's. 

" You see," said the outlaw to Don Estevan, " that h 
m ist have passed this way. Ah! if I had only given him 
another mch or two. Afler all," added he, speaking to hun- 
self, ^'it is better I didn't. I shall be twenty onzas the 
richer that I didn't settle with liim then. Now," continued 
he, once more raising his voice, " where can he have gone 
unless to yonder fire in the woods ?" 

A little farther on in the direction of the forest, other 
spots of fresh blood were discovered upon the dry calcar- 
eous surface of the soil. This appeared to confirm the con- 
jecture of the guide — that Tiburcio had proceeded towards 
the camp fire. 

" If your honour," resumed Cuchillo, addresdng himself 
to his chief, " will go forward in company with the Seiior 
Diax^ you will reach a stream running upon your left. By 
fallowing do^vn its bank for some distance, you will come to 
a bridge constructed with three or four trunks of trees. Il 
^ the bridge of the Salto de Affua. Just before reaching it, 
your honour ^vill see a thick wood on the right. Under 
cover of that you can remain, until we three have finished 
our affair and can rejoin you. Afterwards we can overtake 
the domestics. I have ordered them forward, for the reason 
>lat such people should not '^e privy either to our designs 
9r actions." 

In tliis arrangement Cuchillo exhibited the con'»umraate 
skill of the practiced bandit. Don Estevan, without offering 
acy opposition to his plan, rode off as directed, in companj^ 
withDuiz; whilo the outlaw, with his . two chosen acolyteft 
Uimed their horses' heads m the direction of the fire« ' 
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**The fire botokena a halt of travellers, jie/ond icibt,^ 
remarked Diaz to Don Estevan ; " bat who thesp travellen 
can be is a thing that puzzles me.'' 

** Travellers like any others, I suppose," rejoined the Span 
hrd, with an air of abstraction. 

* No, that is not likely. Don Augustin Pefia is known foi 
bis generous hospitality for twenty leagues around. It ia 
not probable that these travellers should have halted so near 
his hacienda Adthont knowing it. They must be strangers 
to the country I fancy, or if not, they have no good pui-pose 
in camping where they are." 

Pedro Diaz was making almost the same observations 
that had occurred to Tiburcio at an earlier hour of the 
night. 

Meauwliile, Cuchillo, with his two comrades, advanced 
towards the edge of the forest. As soon as they had reached 
it the guide dismounted from his horse. 

*' Stay here," said he, " while I go fetch something to cm-e 
you of your ill-timed drunkenness." 

" So saying he glided in among the trees, and in a few 
seconds came out again, carrying with him several oblong 
yellow-coloured fruits that resembled ripe bananas. They 
were the fruits of the jocuistle^ a species of oHmina^ whost 
juice is an infallible lemedy against the effects of intoxicatioa 
The two inebriates ate of the fruit according to Cuchillo'i 
direction ; and in a minute or two their heads were cleared 
of the fumes of the mezcal as if by enchantment. 

*• Now to business 1" cried Cuchillo, without listening to 
the apologies his comrades were disposed to make — " to busi- 
ness I Tou will dismount and lead your horses forward by 
the bridle, until you can see the fire ; and when you hear the 
report of my gun, be ready, for I shall then &11 back u|x>u 

fOtL»» 

^ All nghti** responded Oroch^, ** we are both ready — ^thc 
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Sefior Baraja and myself- -to sacrifice all private intoi cftts U 
the common good." 

Cuchillo now parted with the two, leading his horse ahoa() 
of them« A little farther on he tied the animal to the brandi 
of a tree, and then stooping downward he advanced on foot. 
Still farther on he dropped upon his hands and knees, and 
crept throngh the underwood like a * aguar stealing upon iti 
prey. 

Now and then he paused and lisiened* He could hear the 
distant lowing of the wild bulls, and the crowing of the oockg 
at the hacienda, mingled with the lugubrious notes of the 
great wood owl, perched near him upon a branch. He could 
liear the distant sound of water — the catai*act of the ScUti 
de Agua — and, in the same direction, the continuous howl 
ing of the jackals. 

Again the assassin advanced — still creeping as before. 
Presently he saw before him the open glade, lit up by the 
flame of the camp-fire. On the edge nearest him, stood a 
huge button-wood tree, from whose base extended a number 
of flat ridge-like processes, resembling the bastions of a forti- 
fication. He perceived that, behind these he would be con- 
coaled from the light of the fire; while he himself c< old 
command a view of every object within the glade. 

In another moment he was crouching under the truni of 
Ihe button-wood. His eyes gleamed with a fierce joy, aa he 
gioed in the direction of the fire, around which he could 
iifftinguish the forms of three men — ^two of them seated, tha 
Mhcr ftretched along the ground, and apparently aaicepk 
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JlftajJUD thtj Racienda del Venado — ^Ihat is, ic the mrit> 
wurd of It — the surface of the country was still in a state of 
nature ; as we have already said, the edge of the forest lay 
almost within gun-shot of the walk ; and this vast tract of 
woods tixtended for many leagues to the north, till it ended 
in the great deserts of Tubac. 

The only road that trended in a northerly direction, wai 
that leading to the Presidio of Tubac — though in reality it 
was not a road, but simply an Indian trail. At a short dis- 
tance beyond the hacienda, it was crossed by a turbulent 
And rapid stream — the same that passed near the house — 
augmented by several tnbutarics that joined it in the woods. 
Where the road crossed it, and for a long distance above 
and below, this stream partook rather of the nature of a toi*- 
rent, running in a deep bed, between rocky banks— a caiion^ 
Over this canon the crossing was effected by means of a rude 
bridge, consisting simply of the trunks of two or tlireo trees, 
laid side by side, and reaching from bank to bank. About 
ftalf way between the hacienda and this bridge, and but a 
iliort diistance from the side of the road, was tlie fire which 
had already attracted so much attention. 

Tliis fire had been kindled near tlie centre of a little glade,' 
but its flame cast a red glare upon the trees at a distance ; 
until the grey bark of the button- wood, the pale foliage of 
ihe aoaci^ aad thd inr'Tlet ieavex of the sumac, all appeared 
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if one ooloar ; while the darker Ilianas, stret^A ng fiom tret 
tc trge, encircled the little glade with a seritM of festoons. 

At the hour when Tiborcio was about l^'ivlng the haei 
«nda, two persons were seated by this fire^ m the attitude 
of men who were resting after a day of fatigue. These |.er 
sons were the trappers, who had already made theii ap};-e«i 
aiice at La Poza. 

There was nothing remai'kable in two men having made 
their cauip fire in the woods ; it was then* proximity to a 
hacienda — and that, too, the Hacienda del Venado— IhM 
rendered the fact significant. The trappers knew welj 
enough that the hacienda was close at hand ; h followed, 
then, that they had some reasons of their own for not avail 
^ing themselves of its hospitality. A large pile oi fagots lay 
near the fire^ evidently collected to feed it ; and this prove<? 
that the men who had kindled It intended to pass the idght 
on the spot. 

The appearance of these two men would have been strik 
.Dg, even in the light of day ; but under that of the fire it 
was picturesque — almost fantastic. The older of the two 
was habited in a costume half Indian half Canadian ; on hii 
head was a sort of bonnet, shaped like a truncated cone, and 
made out of the skin of a fox ; a blue stnped cotton shirt 
covered his shoulders, and beside him upon the ground lay 
A sort of woollen surtout — the capote of the Canadiaas 
Ilis legs were encased in leathern leggi^s, reaching from the 
thigh downward to the ankle ; but instead of moccarins he 
wore upon his feet a pair of strong iron-bound shoes, cai>a- 
ble of lasting him for a couple of years at the least. A large 
buffalo-horn, suspended from the shoulder, contained hii 
powder ; and upon his right side hung a leathern poucL, y^ 
fi.Ued with bullets. In fine, a long rifle, with a barrel neury 
Ax feet in length, rested near his )iand^ and thJB, with a 
large hunting-knife stuck in his bell, completed his equip 
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oicDt. Ills hair already showed symptoms of turning grey 
ftnd a long soar which crossed his temples, and appealed t« 
run all round his head, showed :hat if his scalp was stiii ther« 
he had some time or other run the risk of having it raued. 
His bronzed complexion denoted a long exposure to sim^ 
wind, and rain ; but for all this, his countenance shone witl; 
in expression of good humour. This was in conformity 
with his herculean strength — for nature usually bestows upon 
these colossal men a large share of kind-heartedness. 

The other trapper appeared to be some five or six years 
younger ; and although by uo means a man of small stature, 
he was but a pigmy alongside his gigantic companion. His 
countenance also lacked the serenity which distinguished 
that of the other — his black eyes gave out an expression of 
boldness approaching to effrontery ; and the play of his foa- 
ures indicated a man whose passions, fiery by nature, once 
aroused, would lead him into acts of violence— even of 
cruelty. Everything about him bespoke the second trapper 
to be a man of different race from his companion — a man in 
whose veins ran the hot blood of the south. Although his 
St jle of dress did not differ very much from that of his com- 
rade, there were some points in it that denoted liim to be 
more of a horseman. Nevertheless, his well-worn shoes 
bore witness to his having made more than one long jouiiiey 
•u foot. 

The Canadian, half reclining upon the grass, was walchicg 
with especial interest a large piece of mutton, which, sup- 
ported upon a spit of iron-wood, was frizzling and sputter- 
ing in the blaze of the fire. He appeared to enjoy t\^ 
savoury odour that proceeded from the joint ; and so nmck 
was his attention taken up by his gastronomic zeal, that be 
scarce listened to what his companion was saying. 

** Well^ I have often told you," said the latter, " that when 
w ii on lh« trace of an enep<y, whether it be an Indism oi 
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A while, OQf Is pretty suro of oouiing on his trackg some* 
wliere." 

** Yes,** rojoincd the Canadian ; " but you forgot that wd 
ihall just have time to reach Arispe, to receive the pay fof 
our two years' campaign ; besides, by our not going £o the 
hacienda, we lose the bounty upon these throe skins, and 
miss selling them besides." 

"I never forgot my interests,*' replied the other; "no 
more than I do the vows which I make : and the beat procf 
of it is, that twenty years ago I made one which I believe I 
shall now be able to accomplish. We can always force them 
to pay OS what is due at Arispe, and we shall find many an 
opportunity of getting rid of the skins: but the chance 
which has turned up in the middle of these deserts, of 
bringing me in contact with the man against whom I ha^e 
Bwom vengeance, may not offer again during my whole life* 
time." 

** Bah I" exclaimed the Canadian, " vengeance is like many 
other kinds of fruit, sweet till you have tasted it, and after- 
wards bitter as gall." 

" For all that, SeSor Bois-Ilose, you do not appear to prao- 
tSUBO your own doctiine with the Apaches, Sioux, Crows, and 
other Indians with whom you are at enmity ! Your rifle has 
cracked many a skull — to say nothing of the warriors you 
have ripped open with your knife I" 

•* Oh I that is different, Pep6. Some of these would ha?« 
ffobbed me of my peltries — others would have taken my 
ioalp^ and came very near doing so, as you see-* besides, it if 
blessed bread to clear the prairies of these red vermin ; but 
I have never sought to revenge myself against rtie of m j 
•wn race and colour. I never hated one of my own kind 
suffioiently to kill him." 

^Abl Bois-Kose; it is just those of one's own race w€ 
bite iftOSt*-that is wben Uiey hav* given us the ^easoa fin 
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doing 80 — and this num has Airnished mo with sieh motivei 
to hate" him as can never be forgotten. Twenty years hare 
not blunted my desire for vengeance ; though, on account < < 
the great distance that separated us, I supposed I LhonlJ 
never fin/Ian opportunity of fulfilling my vow. Stranc^e il 
is that twc men, with relations like ours, should turn up toge- 
ther in the middle of these desert plains. Well I strange 
though it be, I do not intend to let the cliaTice escape me." 

Pep6 appeared to have fixed his resolution upon this mat- 
ter, and so firmly that his companion saw the folly of ait onipt- 
ing to dissuade him by any further advice. The Canadian, 
moreover, was of an easy disposition, and readily yielded tc 
the arguments of a friend. 

"After all,*' said he, "perhaps, if I fully understood yoMi 
motives, I might entirely approve of the resolution you have 
made." 

" I can give them in two words," rejoined he whom the 
Canadian was addressing as Pep6. " It is just twenty years, 
as I have already told you, since I was a carabinier in the 
ser\'ice of lier Catholic majesty. I should have been con- 
tented Avitli my position and the amount of pay, had it only 
been paid, which unfortunately it was not. We wcie 
obliged to do the duty of coast-guard as well, and this wonJi 
have done well enough had there been any smuggling, witb ' 
the capture of which we niiglit have uidemnified ourselvi* ; 
but there was none. What a fool a smug2:ler would !iav\ 
been to have ventured on a coast, guarded by two hundrc 1 
fellows at their wit's end with hunger ! Well, then I rea- 
soned that if any smuggler was to land it could only be wilh 
the concurrence of our captain, uid I suspected that tl c 
captain would make no objection to such an arrangeraent — 
for he himself was, like the rest of us, a creditor of the 
government. In such case he would cast around among ni 
for the man in whew he could n::)st confide, and that would 
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be h% who w«i noted as being most careless upon bis posu 
^ resolf ad, therefore to become the captam's confidoutial sen- 
try- 

** To arrive at this object I pretended to be all the day 
asleep; and, notwithstanding the reprimands I received, I 
•anaged also to be found asleep upon my post at all hours 
of the night. I succeeded in my design. The captain soon 
learnt all about my somnolent habitSy and chose me for his 
f%vourite sentinel." 

At this moment the Canadian detached the mutton from 
the spit, and having cut a large " hunk " from it with hii 
knife passed the joint to his comrade. 

This interrupted the narrative, for both narrator and lis- 
tener were hungry. The two now sat face to face, their legs 
"orming a sort of an ellipse, with the roast mutton in the 
centre, and for several minutes a formidable gritting of teeth, 
M huge pieces of the mutton passed through them, were the 
r«ly sounds that broke the stillness of the night. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

OLD SOXnrKNIBA 

** 1 HAVK said then,»» resumed Pepfi, after a tmxe, " that . 
f>r«tended to be always asleep. The nue succeeded equal to 
my best expectations, and one night the captain sent for me. 
OoodI sail 1 to myself, there's an eel under the stone -ths 
CAptam is going to confide a post to me. Just as I had anti- 
cii>ated he sent me to sleep — at least he thought so — on a 
most important post ; but for all that I did not sleep a wink 
during the whole of that night.'* 
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Here Pepfi paused for a moment, in order to f^iraUow u 

enormous mouthful of the roast mutton, that hindered ihi 
free use of the tongue. 

" To be bi-ief, then," resumed he, " a boat arrived w^ith 
wen, and I permitted it to land. It was only afler wards thil 
( ieamt that it was no smuggling business these men wer« 
dent upon, but an affair of blood — of murder; and the 
thought that I was instrumental in aiding the assassins causes 
me to this hour a feeling of remorse. I did not conceal 
what I knew. Afterwards I denounced the murderer, by 
way of atoning for my fault. A trial took place, but as in 
Spain justice goes to the highest bidder, the assassin was 
set free, and I became a victim. I was drummed out of my 
re^ment, and transported to the fisheries of Ccuta, on the 
imhealthy coast of Africa. There I was compelled to remain 
for many years, till at last having made my escape, after a 
thousand perilous adventures, I found myself on the prairies 
of America." 

** It was a rich man then — some powerful person — ^whom 
you denounced ?»• 

" Yes ; a grand seSor. It was the old story of the pot of 
clay broken against the pot of iron. But the desert here 
has no distinctions; and, by the Virgin of Atochal I shall 
prove that before many suns have gone over my head. Ah I 
if I only had here a certain alcalde of the name of Don 
Ramon Cohecho, and his danmed friend, one Seiior Cagft. 
tinta, I fancy I should make them pass an uncomfortablf 
quarter of an hour." 

** Very well, then," said Bois-Rose, seeing the other had 
finished his narrative ; "very well. I quite approve of you? 
intentions — let the journey to Arispe stand over." 

** It is an old story," said Pep6, in conclusion ; "and if for 
leu years you have been teaching me to handle a rifle, %ftei 
many more spent in the asag:e of a carbine in the serrioe ol 
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fccr Catholk mijeBty, surely I should be able to manage it 
BOW. I tbink I would scarcely miss an object ai lai-ge m 
him, whom you have seen at the head of those horsemen jour- 
neying toward the hacienda." 

" Tee — yea,** replied the Canadian, with a laugh ; "but 1 
remember the time, Pep4, whon you missed many a buflald 
twice as big as he. Nevertheless, I fency I have made a 
j^Msable shot of you at hxst, although yon still persist in mis- 
Uking the ear of an otter for his eye, which always depre- 
mtes the value of the skin. Well, you know that 1 myself 
was not brought up on the prairies, I was a sailor for many 
^ong years; and perhaps I should have continued one but for — 
ft sad event — a melancholy affair — ^but what good is there 
in speaking of that which is no more. Let the past be past 
I find the life of the deseit something like that on the 
ocean-M>nce a man has got used to it he cannot eaaily 
quit it'* 

** Yes,*' rejoined Pep6; "the life of the forest and praiiie 
has its charms, and for my part '* 

**Htt8h !** whispered the Canadian, interrupting the speech 
of his comrade and placing hunself in an attitude to lister:. 
^I hea/d a rustle among the branches. Other ears than 
mine may be listening to you.»* 

Pepi cast a glance in the direction whence the sounds had 
been heard. The dark form of a man was perceived among 
the trees coming from the direction of the hacienda. 

I*: was evident that the man was not trying to approach by 
ii^ahh, for his form was erect and he made no attempt to 
•onceal himself behind the branches. 

This would have freed the mind of Pep6 from all suspicion, 
Imt for the circumstance that the stranger appeared to b« 
coming diiect from the hacienda. 

^Who goes there?** he hailed in a loud tone, as the dark 
shadow was seen snteruiflr the srlade. 
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^Oii« wh^ MHelu an aaylam bj your iire," waA the read) 
reply, delivered in rather a feeble voice. 

**' Shall we allow him to como on ? or beg him lo continat 
hia journey f*» mattered rci)6 to the Caiiudian. 

" God forbid we should deny him I Turhaps they havt 
refuaed him a lodging up at the house ; and that voice, which 
I think I have heard before, plaiiiiy denotes that he m 
fittigned — perhaps ill." 

^'Oome on SefiorP' called out Pe|)e, without hosiUting 
farther; *^you are welcome to oui* fire and our mesa; come 
onl»» 

At this invitation the stranger advanced. It is needless to 
say that it was Tiburdo Arellanos, whose cheeks as he came 
within the light of the fire, betrayed by their ]):ilciic8s the 
traces of some violent emotion, or else of some ttjrribie 
malady. This pallor, however, was partly caused by the 
blood which he had lost in the conflict willi Cuchillo. 

As soon as the features of Tiburcio came fairly un<ler the 
Jght, the trappers recognized him as the young man they 
had met at La I^oza ; but the ex-carabinicr was struck with 
some idea which caused him to make an involuntary goevture. 
The Canadian, on the other hand, regarded the new coiuei 
with that expression of condescending kindness whii^ agf* 
often bestows upon youth. 

"Have you pai-ted with the gentlemen m whose company 
we saw you ?** asked Pep6 of Tiburcio. 

*♦ Tes.» 

*' Perhaps you are not aware that there is a house 
cIo«e hy. I do not know the owner, but I fency he would 
not refuse you a night's lodging, and he could entertain you 
better than we. Perhaps,*' continued he, observing that 
Tiburcio made no reply, "you have been up to the houi« 
tlreadyf" 

"1 have,** answered Hburcio. "I have no reproach t# 



OLD SOUTEXIBS. 21| 

luik« igainst tU owner, Don AuguNiin fefia; he has uoi 
refuted me hospitality ; but there are other guests u&der hia 
roof, with whom my life is not sale." 

" Oh, that I" exclaimed Pepe, appcaihig to become iioie 
interested ; ** )ia8 an}i.liing happened to you ?'» 

Tiburcio lilted Iiis scrape, exliibiting tlic wound in hi&rigl i 
arm fi*om which the blood was yet oozing. 

Botli JV.pe and tlie Canadian rose hastily to their feet and 
itepped forward to examine the wound. Having dona so, 
they iBuo«tiBately set about dressing it, which they cfiected 
^ith as much dexterity and despatch as might have beeu 
shewn by practised surgeons; at the same time the rude 
physiognomy of each was marked by an expression of interest 
almost amounthig to tenderness. While the Canadian kept 
bathing the wound with water fiom his canteen, Pep6 pro- 
ceeded into the woods m search of a peculiar plant nat<5d for 
its healing properties. This plant was the oreya7io. Pre- 
sently he retunied, brbiging with hira several slices wliich he 
had cut from ihe succulent stem of the plant; the pulp ol 
these, mashed between two stones, was placed over the 
wound, and then secured by Tiburcio's own scarf of China 
crape wound several times around the arm ; nothhig more 
could be done than await the effect of the application. 

"Now,** said the Canadian, "you will soon feel bettor^ 
There b no danger of uiflammation — notliing beats the cr<^ 
gano for preventing that, and you need not be afraid of fever. 
Meanwhile, if you feci inclined, there's a bit of roast muttov 
and a glass of eau de vie at your service ; after which you 
had best lie down by the fire and take some sleep— for I can 
•ee that you're weary." 

*t In truth," replied Tiourcio, " I am fiitigued. I thank yoq 
for your offer, but I do not feel inclined either to eat or di bik j 
I have more need of sleep, and with your permission sliail try 
ani get some. One request I would make ^ you : tliat jow 
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mil not permit me to sleep too long; there are rontons wbj 
I ghoukl soon be awake again." 

'*Vei7 well," said Pepc; *'we don't want yoiir leasouiik 
If you wish us to watch the hacienda, I beg yon will onlj 
•ay 8<v and you shall have two pair of good eyes at your mis 
?ice ; therefore make your mind easy, and sleep without leaf 
of any enemy conung upon you unawares." 

Tiburcio stretched himself upon the giass, and overoome bj 
&tigue and the many violent emotions he had that day ex- 
perienced, soon fell into a lethargic slumber. 

For some time Bois-Rose sat regardmg the sleeper in 
ttlence, but with an ah* of sti*ange interest. 

" What age do you think he is ?" he at length inquired ol 
iis comrade. 

" Twenty-four, I should fancy," replied the ex-coastgnard* 

** Just what 1 was thinking," said the Canadian, speaking 
in a tone of half soliloquy, while a melancholy ei:|>ression 
appeared to tone down his rude physiognomy. " Yes, jusi 
the age he ought to be if still alive." 

" He 1 who are you talking of?" brusquely interrupted his 
oompauion, in whose heart the words of the Canadian seemed 
to find an echo. 

" No matter," said Bois-Rose, still speaking in a tone of 
melancholy ; ^^ the past is past ; and when it has not been ai 
one would have wished it, it is better forgotten. But oomc ! 
let us have done with idle regrets and finish our supper — such 
•onvenirs always spoil my appetite." 

**The same with me," agreed Pep6, as he seixed hold of 
a large mutton-bone, and commenced an attack npon it 
in a fashion that proved that his appetite wajs not yet qnita 



After a while Pep6 again broke the silence, 
** If I had the pleasure," said he, " of a personal acquaint- 
ance with this Don Augustin Pefla, who ^poears to be th« 
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projinetor here, I would compliment him upon the fine quality 
of liLj mutton ; and it* I thought liis horses were of as good 
a sort, I think I should be tempted to borrow one— one horsa 
would never be missed out of the great herds wo have seou 
galicping about, no more than a sheep out nf his vasi flocks ; 
and to me a good horse woidd be a treasure." 

"Very well," said the Canadian. " If you feel inclnied for 
a horse, you had better have one ; it will be no great loss lo 
the owner, and may be useful to us. If you go m search of 
one, I can keep watch over this young fellow who slee[>8 afe 
if he hadn't had a wink for the last month." 

" Most probably no one will come after him ; neveitheless, 
Bois-Rose, keep your eye open tiU I return. If anything 
happens, three howls of the coyot6 will put me on my 
guaid." 

As he said this, Pep6 took up a lazo that lay near, 
and tunimg liis face in the direction in which he was mosi 
likely to find a drove of horses, he walked off into the wooils. 
Bois-Rose was left alone. Having thrown some dry 
branches upon the fire, in order to produce a more vivid 
light, he commenced regarding anew the yomig man who 
was asleep ; but after a while spent in this way he stretched 
himself alongside the prostrate body, and ai^peared also tc 
slimiber. 

The night-breeze caused the foliage to rustle over the head* 
oi these two men, as they lay side by side. Neither had the 
least suspicion that the} were here reunited by strange and 
providential circumstances — ^that twenty years before, they 
had lain side by side — then luUod to sleep by the sound 
of the ooean, just as now by tbe whispering murmurs of tht 
foreit 
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CUATfER XXX. 

BOlt'BOBE AND IT ▲ B I ▲ M . 

Fob twenty years the murderer of the CountoM i^ 
Mediana had gone unpunished. For twenty yeai-s the ju». 
tice of heaven had remained suspended ; but the time of iti 
accomplislunent was not far off. Soon was it to open iti 
«oIenm assizes ; soon would it call together accuser and crim- 
inal, witness and judge — not from one part of a coimtry to 
another, but from opijosite sides of the globe ; and, as if led 
by some invisible hand, all would have to obey the terrible 
sunmions. 

Fabian do Mediana and the Canadian sailor lay side by 
ride — just as they had done twenty years ago, at three thou 
sand leagues distance from Sonora. And yet they Lad no 
suspicion of ever having met before, though a single chance 
word might at that moment have brought either to the 
memory of the other. 

It was just about this time that Don Estevan and his party 
rode off from the hacienda. 

The Canadian, according to the counsel of his comrade 
Pep6, slept with one eye open. At short intervals he con 
trived to awake himself, and raising his head slightly, cast 
around him. a scrutinizing glance. But on each of thesa 
occasions, the light of the fire sliowed him Tiburcio still tran- 
quilly asleep ; and this appearuig to satisfy him, ho would 
a;^ain compose himself as bewre. 

About an hour had passed, when tbe sound of heavy foox 
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•teps awakened him once more, and listening a niDraent, he 
distinguisltod them as the lioof-strokos of a horse. 

A few moments after, Pepe made his appearance within the 
fircle of the blaze, leading a horse at the end of his lazo— « 
magnificent animal, that su ^rted and started back at sight 
^ ths fire Pep6, liowever, had already given him more 
8ian one lesjson, and his obedience was nearly complete i so 
that, after a shoil conflict, the trapper succeeded in bringing 
him nearer and attaching him to the trunk of a tree. 

" Weil," said Pepe, wiping the perspiration from Iiis fore- 
head with an old ragged handkerchief, " I've had a tough 
§t niggle with him ; but he's worth it, I fancy. What think 
you, Bois-Rose ? Isn't he the most splendid quadruped tliat 
ever galloped through these woods ?" 

. In truth it was a beautiful creature, rendered more beaiiti 
ful by the terror which he was exhibiting at the moment, as 
he stood \\nth his fine limbs stretched, his head thrown high 
in the air, his mane tossed over his wild savage eyes, and his 
nostrils spread and frothy. Strange enough that fear, which 
rendei*s vile and degraded the lord of the creation, should 
have an opposite effect on most of the lower animals — espe- 
cially on the horee. This beautiful creature under its hnpulse 
only appears more beautiful ! 

Little as Bois-Rose delighted in horse-flesh, he could not 
withhold his approval of the capture which his comrade had 
made. 

"He looks well enough," was his sober reply; "but L%*D 
be a rough mount, T reckon." 

"No doubt of that,-* assented Pep6. "I know ho'H be 
rough at first ; but the main thing was to get hold of him. 1 
kad a lucky hand to hook him as I did." 

**I hope your neck will prove as lucky af your hand. Foi 
my part, I'd rather walk ten leagues than be on his back for 
Uq minutes. But see, comrade !" continued the big trnpper, 
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pointing to the stars, "tJiey're gone down yonJer! you*fl 
need somo sleep before moining. Lie down while I take my 
turn of the watch." 

** I'll take your advice," replied Pepe, at the same time 
stretching himself out upon his back, with his feet to the fir« 
•'-in which attitude he was soon asleep. 

The Canadian rose to his feet, took several turns lound 
th9 fire— -as if to drive away any remains of sleep that might 
be lurking in his eyes — ^and then sat do\vu again, with his 
back resting against the stump of a tree. 

He had not been long seated before he got up onco more, 
and, approaching with caution, stood over Tiburcio. For 
several minutes he remained in this attitude, attentively ex- 
amining the features of the young man: he then returned to 
his seat by the stump. 

'* Just about his age, if he is still U\ang," muttered be to 
himself " But what chance have I to recognize in a grown 
man the features of an infant scarce four years old ?" 

A smile of disdain played for an instant on his lips, as if he 
were chiding himself for the silliness of his conjectures. 

*' And yet," he continued, his coimtenance ehanging its 
expression, " I have seen and taken part in too many strange 
events — I have been too long face to face with Nature — to 
doubt the pbwer of Providence. Why should I consider this 
a miracle? It was not one, when I chanced upon the boat 
Adrift that carried that poor infant and its murdered mother! 
No, it was the hand of God. Why might not the same hand 
restore him to me in the midst of the deseit ? The ways 
of Providence are inscrutable." 

As if this reflection had given birth to new hopes, the 
Canadian again rose to his feet, and approaching, stooped 
once more over the prostrate form of Tiburcio. 

** How often," said he, " have I thus gazed on my little 
Fabian as he slept . Well, whoever you are. voung man,* 
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aontinned he, ** yon have not como to my firo witb 3ut Gnding 
i friend. May God do for my poor Fabian what I am di* 
posed to do for you I" 

Saying this, he once again returned to his seat, and r^ 
mained for along time reflcctmg upon incidents that had 
transpired twenty years before in the Bay of Biscay. 

It should here be stated that up to this hour Bois-Rose and 
Pep6 had not the slightest suspicion that they had ever met, 
before their chance encounter upon the prairies of America 
In reality they had never met — ferther than that they had 
been within musket-range of each other. But up to this 
hour Pep6 knew not that his trapping comrade was the 
gigantic smuggler he had fired at from the beach of Ense* 
cada; and Bois-Rose was equally ignorant that Pep6 was the 
coast-guard whose " obstinacy and clumsiness •* lie h<ad spoken 
of to his lieutenant. 

The cause of this mutual ignorance of each other's past, was 
that neither of them had ever mentioned the word Elauchovi 
in the hearing of the other. The Canadian had never tljought 
of communicating the incidents of that night to liis prairie 
comrade ; and PepS, on his side, would have given much to 
have blotted them altogether from the pages of his memory. 

The night became more chilly as the hours pased on, and a 
damp dew now fell upon the grass and the foliage of the 
trees. It did not wake the sleepers, however, both of whom 
required a long rest. 

All at once tlie silence was broken by the horse of Pep6, 
Ihat neighed loudly and galloped in a circle at the end of hii! 
jhzo : evidently something had affrighted him. 

Bois-Rose suddenly started from his reverie, and crept 
silently forward, both ear and eye set keenly to reconnoitre. 
But nothing could be heard or seen tluit was unusual ; and 
after a whilLe he glide i back to his seat* 

10 . 



918 TEM W(i^»I>>B▲HaKMI* 

The noise iiad awakened Tiburcio, whoj raising liinscU 
Into a nitbg po8tui*e, iuquired its cause. 

•* Nothing," answered the trapper, whoso denial^ nowcver 
wag scarce sincere. " Sometl ing indeed," continued hi\ 
"has frightened the horse. A jaguar, I fancy, that scents tht 
AioB of his companions, or, more likely, the remains of our 
roast mutton. By the way, you can eat a bit now ; I havr 
kept a couple of pieces for you." 

And as he said this he handed two goodly-sized pieces of 
mutton to Tiburcio. 

This time the young man accepted tlie invitation to cat. 
Rest had given him an appetite ; and aflcr swallowing a few 
mouthiuls of the cold mutton, warmed up by a glasvS of the 
brandy already mentioned, he felt both his strength and 
spirits restored at the same time. I lis features, too, seemed 
to have suddenly changed their hue, and now appeared more 
bright and smiling. 

The presence of the hunter also added to the pleasure thus 
laewly arisen within his breast. He remembered the solici 
tude which the Canadian had exhibited in dressing his wound 
— which he now extended even to giving him nourishment— 
and the thought occurred to him tfcat in this man he might 
find a friend as redoubtable fot his lerculean strength as foi 
his dexterity and courage. He no .onger felt so lone in il e 
world — so abandoned. 

i>L the other hand, Bois-Rose sat looking at Ms prot^gl 
and apparently delighted to see him enjoy l5ts repast, ^'f Le 
heart of the trapper was fast warming into a strong friend 
■hip for this young man. 

" Stranger I" said he, after a considerable tnterval of silence, 
"it is the custom of the Indians never to inquire the name or 
qnality of a guest until after he has eaten of their biead. I 
lUive followed thoir example ui regard to you ; an<i new ma) 
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i mIc Ton who jca are, and what happened fti the ha^ondi 
ti drive you forth from it?" 

*'I shall willingly tell you,'* answered Tiburcio. "For 
reasons that would have no interest for you, I left my hut 
and started on a journey to the Haeiendo del Venado. My 
horse, overcome by thirst and fatigue, broke down On xh^ 
way. It was his dead body, as you already know, Ib'^t 
attracted the jaguars, so adroitly destroyed by you and your 
brave comrade." 

" Hum I" interrupted the Canadian, with a smile ; " a poor 
feat that — but go on. I long to hear what motive any one 
could have for hostility to a mere youth scarce twenty yeara 
old, I should fancy." 

" Twenty-four," answered Tiburdo ; and then proceeded 
with his narrative. " I came very near sliaring the fate of 
my poor horse ; and when, about two hours after, you saw 
me at La Poza, I had just arrived there — Sharing been saved 
by the party in whose company you found me. But what 
motive those gentlemen could have, first to rescue me from 
d(iath, and then afterwards attempt to take my life, is what 
I am unable to comprehend." 

'• P&rhaps some rivalry m lovof^ suggested the Canadian, 
with a SThile ; " it is .usually the history of young men." 

"I acknowledge," rejoined Tiburcio, with an air of embar 
rassment, "there is something of that; but there is ii\f^> 
ttitither motive, I believe. Possibly it is to secure to them- 
lelves Mie sole possession of an important secret which I share 
rith them. Certain it is, that there are three men whom m^ 
life Appeare to discommode ; there is one of them against 
whom 1 have myself sworn vengeance, and although I am 
but one against three 1 must accomplish the vow which I 
made at the death-bed of a person who was very dear to me." 

The three men whom Tiburcio meant — ana whose names 
he repeated to Bois-Rose — were Cuchilla who had Utempted 



ISO THJI WOOIVRAJNQERg. 

lo assaasL ^ liim ; the Senator, his rival ; and Don EAievaiw 
whom Tiburoio now believed to bo the murderer of Marco* 
Arellanos. 

Bois-Roso tacitly a|)})lauded this e^liibitiou of youthfas 
Ardour and reckless courage. 

**But you have not yet told me your name?" said h% 
hrterrogatively, after a moment's hesitation. 

**Tiburcio Arellanos," was the reply. 

At the mention of the name the Canadian could not r»:^strain 
a gesture that expressed disappointment. There was noliiing 
ill the name to recall the slightest souvenir, lie had novel 
heard it hefore. 

The young man, however, observed the gesture. 

** You have heard the name before ?" he asked abruptly. 
••Perhaps you knew my father, Marcos Arellanos? He haa 
c^ften been through the wildest parts of the country where 
you may have met him. He was the most celebrated gani- 
bosino in the province." 

Instead of calling Marcos Arellanos his father, Lad Tiburcio 
iaid his ctdopted father^ his explanation might have elicited 
a different response from the Canadian. As it was, he only 
laid in reply : 

**It is the first time I have heard the name. It was your 
fiM)e that recalled to me some memories of events that hap- 
pened — ^long, long ago— -*• 

Without finishing what he meant to hare said, the Cana^ 
dian relapsed into mX&nsfi. 

l^burcio, too, ceased speaking for awhile ', he was reflect 
lug on some hopes that had suddenly sprung up within him. 
His meeting with the two trappers appeared to him not m 
muoh a mere chance as a providential drcnmstance. Tht 
•eoret which he possessed, almost useless to him alone, might 
be rendered available with the assistance of two auxiliarief 
aaoh as they — ^it might become the key to thc^ fsvour of D^o 
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A^guiUn. It was not without repngnanoo that he reflectod 
on thia means of winning the heart of Rosarita — or rather of 
pnrohasing it at the piice of gold — for Tiburcio believed 
that it was closed against any more tender appeal. Ue bad 
mentally resolved never to return to tLe hacienda ; but not' 
withstanding this vow he still indulged in a slight remnant 
of hope — perhaps the echo of his own profound passion. Thii 
hope overcame his repugnance; and he resolved to make 
known his design to the trappers, and endeavour to obtain 
assistance in carrying it out. 

With this view be again opened the conversation. 

^Tou area hunter by profession — I think I have heard 
you say ?»» 

** Yes; that is the vocation both of my comrade and ray 
•elC*^ 

^ It is not a very profitable one, and yet attended with 
litany dangers.'* 

•* Ah I it is a noble calling, my boy I My fathers foUowet 
it before my time, and I, after a few years of intorruptioa, 
have resumed the profession of my fathers. Unfortunately 
I have no son to succeed me ; and I can say, without boast- 
log, that when I am gone a brave and strong race perishes 
with me.** 

*'I, too,»» said 'nburdo, "follow the profession of my 
Cither — who, as I have told you, was a gambusino.'* 

"Ah I you are one of a race whom God has also or'iated— 
in order that the gold which He has given to the world 
Bhould not be lost to the use of man.*' 

"My father," continued Tiburcio, "has I'eft ne a grand 
legacy — the knowledge of a deposit of gold, not fiir from 
the frontier ; and if two men, such as you and your comi*ade, 
would join me in obtaining it, I could promise to make yon 
richer than ever you dreamt of becoming." 

l%nrcio awaited the reply of Uie trajipcr, feeling nlmoM 
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oeriain of his adhesion, notwitlistanrling the refaf^al tho lattei 
Lad made in his presence to the proposal of Don Estevan, 
fl;fi astonishment, therefore, was great when the Canadian, 
vrith a negative shake of the head, replied as follows: 

** Your proposal, young man, might be seductive to man} 
—there was a time when it would have been so to mys«]f— 
bnt now it is no longer so. What would gold be to me ? 1 
have no one to whom cither to give it or lc«ive it. I have 
no longer a country. The woods and prairies are my home, 
and gold would be of no service to me there. 1 tluuik you, 
young friend, for your offer, but I must decline to accept it." 

And as he said this, the Canadian covered his face with his 
huge hand, as if to shut out from his eyes the seductive pros- 
pect which had been offered to his view. 

** Surely this is not your final answer ?" said Tiburdo, as 
soon as he had recovered from his sui-piise. " A man does 
not so readily refuse a treasure that he has only to pick up 
from the ground ?" 

" Nevertheless," responded the trapper, " it b my resolu- 
tion, fixed and firm. I have other objects to follow. I have 
pven myself body and soul, to aid my comrade there in an 
enterprise — ray comrade of ten years' standing." 

During this conversation, the words gold and treasure fre- 
quently pronounced, appeared to produce their magic influ 
«nce on Pep6. Every now and then he turned himself, as ii 
about to protest against the refusal of Bois-Rose, so dcfini- 
lively given. It was evident he was not sleeping v^ry 
fcut'^dly while the talk was going on. 

**This Don Estevan de Arechiza, of whom you speak/ 
rosumed the Canadian ; ** he is the same we saw at I.a Puza 
is he not — the chief of the expedition ?" 

"The same." 

" Ha ! is that 0^e name he gOes by here ?" cried PepA, 
suddenly rousing himself from his apparent sleep. 
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•* You know him, then?'* said Tiburdo, inlerrogatirely 

•*Ye» — yes," replied Pep6; "he is an old ao<|uaintaiicto, 
irit)i whom I lave some back-dcbU to settle — and that is whji 
you see lae in this part of the country. But if you desire to 
have the \f hole story — and from what has happened I fan/jy 
you will — I promise to tell it to you by-and-byo. 1 begin i« 
fknoy that our cause is a conunon one; and if so, I shall ti 
able to lend you a hand. But there's a time for everythiiLg \ 
and now, the most important thing for me is to get iom« 
vlecp, so as to be ready for whatever turns up." 

As Pep6 said tliis, he made a movement to return to the 
horizontal position from which he had temporarily raised 
hmiself. 

" Stay I Pep6 1" interrupted the Canadian, with an air of 
good-humour ; " one instant before you fall asleep, or I shaL 
say tliat you deserved the name of Pep6 the Sleeper. Hear 
me 1 This young man has made us an offer. lie wi^es ua 
to accompany him to a placer he knows of^ where you have 
only to stoop down and gather the gold in handfuls." 

"Carramba!" exclaimed Pep6; "yoa have accepted the 
oifer, of course ?" 

** On the contrary, I have refused it." 

**Then you've done wrong, Bois-Roset That's a thing 
that deserves conoideration ; but we can talk it over by-and- 
bye— I must have some sleep first." And as he uttered t)M 
last words he lay down ag:iin ; and the bstant aftety a Umi 
■lore announced that he was soundly asleep t 
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Ths convorsation, for s momenl btemqitodf was vmoLMBi 
by Bob-Rose, 

^ So you shall find,** said ha, ^in my comrade Pep£, a man 
ready to join you against this Don Estevan ; and, as Pep£^ 
enemies are mine, I shall be equally your partisan. We 
shall be able to offer yon a brace of good rifles that never 
miss their aim« There is one, at all erents, I think I can 
answer for," 

As the trapper said thiS| he pointed to the long jnece that 
rested by his side. 

Tiburcio east his eyes upon the gnn, and for a moment 
regarded it with some surprise. He appeared to look more 
particularly at the wood-work of the stock, which wa« 
notched and carved in a somewhat fantastic manner. Here 
there was a row of 8in^>le notches, and there another row of 
marks resembling Grosses. Then there were rows of doabli 
crosses ; and also one of triple crosses ; and finally a seriet 
irf stars. All these hieroglyphics appeared to have been «ai| 
with the blade of a k;iif6 ; but their purpose was a puzsl« t^ 
Tiburcio. 

Bois-llose, noticing an interrogative expression upon ths 
face of the young man, at once entered upon an explana- 
tion. 

" These marks," said he, " are the scores I keep of the 
savages that have fallen by my rifle. They themselves keep 
souut bf the numl/er 9{ scalps; but this, you see, is mors 
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Ofaristian and decont. That row of orosses stands for Apar 
che— -there is a dozen in alL The double crosses are for 
Sioux — seven of them. Those with the triple branch ar« 
Pawnees — eight of them I have sent to the land of spirits, 
llie stars are Crows — ^and number only four, that my rifle 
has caused tc utter their death-yelL Tou see nine paralld 
notches f — ^welli these are nine Flatheads that, thanks to ma 
will rob no longer in this world ; and finally, those marks of 
a roundish shape, which I needn*t count, are so many Black* 
feet, who have gone to their happy hunting-grounds, 
•* Now,'* added the trapper, " I think I can promise you a 
rifle that is not likely to miss fire, and the hand of a friend 
that will not fail you." 

ind as he said this, he stretched foilh his huge hand, and 
grasping that of Tiburcio, pressed it frankly and firmly. 

The young man accepted the offer with a profusion of 
thanks, 

** I had a presentiment," said he, " when I saw the light 
of your fire, that I should find friends around it," 

** You are not deceived," warmly responded Bois-Rose •, 
" you have found friends ; — ^but, pardon me when I ask you, 
have you no relatives or connexions with whom you could 
fc*iabome?»> 

For a moment the colour mounted to the cheeks of Tibur* 
eio; but sfter a slight hesitation, he replied : 

** Why should I not be frank with you ? — I shall ! K 
then, brave trappers, that surrounded as I am by ene 
who seek my life ; disdained by the woman I have lo\ 
Mid still love— I am alone in the world : I have neither fathv 
ftor mother, nor any relative that I know of 1" 

•* Your father and mother — ^are they dead ?" inquired Boi» 
Bose, with an air of interest. 

•• I never knew either of them," answered the young ma^^ 
fen a tad voioe. 
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" You bavo never kno\vTi them I'* erica the C&naiiMV, 
rising suddenly, and laying hold of a blazing fagot, wliich 1m 
held up to the face of Tiburcio. 

Tills fagot, light as it was, appeared as if a hundred^ 
weight in the hand of the giant, tRat trembled like an aspen, 
9«)der the convulsive emotions that were agitating his bosoiit« 
He held the flame close to the countenance of the yoang 
man, and scanned his features with eager anxiety. 

** Dut surely," said ho, " you at least know in what coun- 
try you were born ?»» 

** I do not," answered Tiburcio. " But why do you ask 
me ? What interest ^** 

** Fabian 1 Fabian I" interrupted Bois-Uose, in a soft, 
appealing tone, as if he was speaking to an infant — " what 
has become of you ?" 

•* Fabian 1" repeated the young man ; " I do not know the 
name." 

" Oh, my God I" exclaimed the Canadian, as if ppcaking 
to himself, "since this name recalls nothing to him, it is 
not hel Why did I indulge in such a foolish hope ? And 
yet his features are just as Fabian's should be at his ago. 
Pardon me," ho contmued, addressing himself to Tiburcio — 
" pardon me, young friend. I am a fool ! I have lost my 
senses !" 

And throwing the fagot baok upon the fire, he retunjcd to 
bis seat, placing himself with hb back to the light, so i\ al 
his coimtenance was concealed from the eyes of his co;a« 
pamon. 

Both were for some minutes silent, Tiburcio was endta. 
vouring to penetrate the j)ast, and recall some vague reniini 
scences of infancy, that still hngercd m his memory. The 
widow of Arellanos had told him all she knew of his eaily 
!u8tory — of the gigantic sailor who had nunsed him ; but n 
never occurred to Tiburcio that the great trappy- ^^' his fide 
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- « ecHirmr A Mn of tLe American wilderness— eoul J 3vef 
hsve been f« seaira'^i— ranch less that one of whom he had 
heard and read, a%d who was beiieved to have been hii 
&ther. The straogo mterest which the trapper had exhi- 
bited and the qneations he had asked, were attributed by 
him to mere benevolence, lie had no idea that the latter 
referred to any one whom he had formerly known, and who 
was now lost to him; for Bois-Rose had as yet told him 
nothing of his own history. 

As 'Kburcio continued to direct his thoughts npon the past, 
oertmn vagne soavenirs began to shape themselves in his 
memory. They were only dim shadows, resembling the 
retrospect of a dream, and yet he was impressed with the 
belief that they had once been realities. He was the more 
confirmed in this idea, because such visions had occurred t( 
hiin before— especially upon the night when he sat by the 
death-bed of his adopted mother — the widow of Arellanos, 
The revelations which she made to him before d}ing had 
revived in some mysterious way these shadowy souvenirs. 

After a while the young man made known his thoughts to 
Ills companion by the camp-fire, whose interest appeared to 
h#e forcibly re-awakened, and who listened with eager atten 
tion to every word. 

" I fancy I can remember,*' said Tiburcio— " that is, if it 
be not a dream I have sometimes dreamt — a ternble scene, 
F was in the arms of a woman who held me closely to hei 
rrcast— that I was rudely snatched from her embrace by a 
vickdd man — that she screamed and cried, but then all at 
•nee became silent ; but after that I remember no more." 

These words appeared to produce an effect upon the Cana 
dian ; and his interest visibly increased as he listened. 

" You can remember no more ?" he inquired, in an cigei 
tone. ** Can you not remember what sort of ])lace it was in 
Was it in a house ? or do you not remember whether the «<» 
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was around you? That is a thing one is not likely to t» 
get« 

" No,'* answered Tiburcio, " I saw the great ocean for ih« 
Brst time at Guaymas — that was four years ago— and yel 
from what has been told me I should nave also seen ft wfaea 
I was a child." 

" But when you saw :t four years ago, did it not recti 
anything to your memory ?** 

" No, nothing." 

** Nething ?" repeated the Canadian, interrogatively, anj 
tn a despairing tone. 

^* Nothing more than this same dream, which I have mil 
taken no doubt for reality." 

Bois-Rose again resumed his attitude of melancholy, an 
remained silent. 

After a pause Tiburcio continued : 

** One figure appears to me in these visions that is diffesa i 
from the rest." 

**What sort of figure?*' inquired the Canadian, wilk 
renewed interest. 

**That of a man of a hale rude countenance, but notwith- 
standing one of kindly expression. This man loved me, fof 
I now have his face before me more clearly than ^ ever had ; 
and I can trace tliat expression upon it." 

"And did you love him? can you remember that?** 
inqinired the Canadian, while his heart beat with anxiety, at 
he awaited the answer. 

*^ I am sure I did, he was so kind to me. I can remembat 
he was kind to me." 

A tear stole over the bronzed cheek of the trapper as he 
ist^nod to these words ; and then turning his face once more 
•0 that it was hidden from the view of Tiburcio^ he mup 
mured to himself— 

** Alas, poor Fabian ! he too loved me — I know he did.** 
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Hem once moie facing round to the fire, he .lazarded a 
hst question : 

" Do yoii not remember one circiimatance above all ? Do 
you not remember that this man was suddenly scpai-atcJ 
from you in the midst of a terrible afFray — ?•' 

The emotion under whxh Bois-Rose was sulTering lin 
•Jnr?d him ftom finishirg his interrogatory. His head fell 
between his knees, and he awaited in trembling the response 
which Tiburcio might make. 

. The latter was silent for some seconds, as if endeavouring 
to arrange the confused thoughts that had suddenly S2)rung 
Dp in his mind. 

" Hear me !" said he at length, " you who appear to be a 
beacon guiding my memories of the past — hear what I can 
remember at this moment. There was one day of terror 
and confusion ; I saw much blood around me. The groun^'i 
appeared to tremble — there was thunder or the noise of can- 
non. I waa in great fear within a dark chamber, where 1 
had been shut up — ^a man came to me ; it was #ie big man 
who loved me — ^ 

Tiburcio paused for an instant, as if to grapple freshly 
with the vague reminiscences that were endeavouring to 
escape from him, while the Canadian appeai-ed like one suf 
fering the agony of suspense. 

"Yea," resumed Tiburcio, "this man came to me — he 
Ufted me up in his arms and carried me into the light — tb*i^ 
he caused me to kneel down — oh I 1 now remember what he 
mid-^^ kneel /^ said he, ^ kneel my child! and pray for your 
mother/^ That is all I can remember." 

The Canadian wno was still seated, appeared to tremble 
convulsively, as he listened to these last words ; but when 
Tiburcio had finished speaking, he rose suddenly to his feet ; 
and rushing forward threw his arms wildly around tlie young 
man, while at the same time ho cried out n a broken voice : 
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** Vour mother whom I/atmd dead beside you. Oh! my 
God 1 Once more in need of a father, hast thou sent him to 
me. Oh I Fabian I Fabian I Come to my heart 1 It wa« I 
who caused you to kneel — I am that man I who in the bay ol 
Klanchovi " 

At t) lis moment the report of a carbine echoed in tha 
iroods ; and a bullet whistling through the air, passed close 
lo the head of Tibui'cio, striking a tree that stood behind 
him. 

I*hi8 unexpected intruder at once put an end to the 
dialogue ; suddenly changing the tableaux of figures around 
the fire. Pepe, who had heard the shot, sprang instanta^ 
neously to his feet, and all three stood grasping their weapons, 
ready to receive the enemy who had committed the dastard'.^ 
attempt. 
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SOUVENIRS OF BLAXCHOVI. 

While these hicidents were passing by the trapper's camp 
6re, Don Estevan was actively pursuing the execution of hii 
planb. 

From what little he had heard and seen of Diaju he had 
oonoeived a high opinion of this person. lie had observed 
in liim a man of very different character from the crowd of 
Adventurers who usually make up expeditions of the kind ha 
was about to lead. Don Augustin had pronounced upon hii 
aourage; and the chief hhnself had noticed the reserve with 
which Diaz treated his new associates Cuchillo and Bar^jfti 
tioreover, some words with Diaz bimaeli' had cctifinued Doc 
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Estevan^s fa>ourable impiession, and convinced iiim thai the 
[radian fighter was a man of brave and loyal heart. lie re 
yarded Diaz, therefore, as a vahiable member of the expedi- 
tion, and resolved to attach him as much as possible to liU 
service — ^not merely with a view to his assistance in th# 
search and conquest of the Valley of Gold, but for thai 
higher aim which he had proposed to himself— the establislT'* 
\{ig of a kingdom. 

While proceeding to the rendezvous designated by CuchiUo, 
Don Estevan took the opportunity of soundmg Diaz on this 
important question. Ilis bravery and address as a soldier 
were already kno^vn ; but these two qualities were not suffi- 
cient for the purposes of the Spaniard. Something more 
would be required of the man of whom it was his design to 
make both his lieutenant and confidant. 

The reply of Diaz to his very first question, convinced Don 
Estevan that Diaz was the very man he stood in need of 5 
but the time had not yet arrived for the leader to open liiiv- 
ielf fully. He contented himself by simply observuig, that 
in the event of the expedition being crowned with success, 
it might lead to an important affair — ^the separation of Sonora 
from the Federal Repub^c. 

At this moment the conversation betw;een the chief au'l 
Pedro Diaz was interrupted by the report of a carbine. It 
was the shot fired by Cuchillo, which had caused the sudden 
alarni at the camp-fire of the trappers, but which as alrea Ij 
known had failed in its aim. 

If the outlaw had not yielded to nis own cupidity, it it 
possible that Tibircio would have fallen at that moment 
rhe assassin would have taken with hun his two associates 
Baraja and Oroche; and as three bullets instead of one 
would thus have been aimed at the intended victim, the. 
dhance? are that some of them would have reached his life, 
Bat Cuchillo did uot desire to have a partner in the deeAx 
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who oonld olaim a share in the promised reward. He ^m 
determined to have the twenty puzas to himself; and this il 
was that induced him to leave Baraja and Oroche behind him. 
His design was well conceived, and might have been exe- 
eated to his satisfaction. No doubt his aim had been trii* 
enough; but it chanced to be taken at an inopportune 
moment— just as Tiburcio sprang forward under the im- 
pulse of the revelation which Bois-Iioso had made to 
him. 

Having delivered his fire the outlaw did not even stop to 
ascertain its effect ; but turning suddenly away, he ran to 
recover his horse. The dread of being pursued and overtaken 
by the two trappei*8 caused him to fly at full speed. He 
dreaded the vengeance of two men of whose singular courage 
and dexterity he had ah'eady been a witness. Fear, however^ 
BO confused his senses, that on facing round, he was unable 
to remember in what direction he had come, or where the 
horse had been left ; and for some seconds he stood hesitating 
and doubtful. 

Short as was this time, it might have proved fatal to him, 
but that his unexpected attack had somewhat disconcerted 
the camp. Both Bois-Rose and Tiburcio, interrupted while 
suffering the most vivid emotions, stood for some moments in 
a state of stupor, while Pep6 was stretched out at full length, 
and supposed to be asleep. 

This was only apparent, however, for at the report h* 
q>rang to his feet as if he had heard the ^^ hish " of the bid 
£et as it passed close to his ears. 

•* Carramha I " cried he, ** I am curious to know whick of 
as that bit of lead was intended for, you or myself young 
man ; for I have heard your conversation, and 1 am no stran^ 
ger to this affair of Elanchovi." 

•* Elanchovi 1** exclaimed the Canadian. " What 1 do yof 
know anythiug of ^laudiovi?" 
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•* Ah, '#cll do I," answered Pi p6. " I have goo«l rcanonf 
lo know Elanchovi — ^but there's no time to talk of it now ; ] 
will settle that business by-and-bye, for it's a secret you cai;*! 
oon)j)rehend without my help. So indeed it is the young 
count, and you have found him again I Well, that's eiongl 
at present. Now, Bois-Rose, forward I You take to the* 
right of wliere the shot came from, while this young man and 
I go to the left. The cowardly rascal who fired will no doubt 
be trying to turn our camp, and by gomg both ways, one or 
other of us a\t11 be likely to chance upon hinu Away, Bois- 
Rose, away I" 

Hurriedly pronouncing these words, Pepo grasped his ride 
and struck off to the left, followed by Tiburcio, who had no 
other weapon than his knife. The Canadian, suddenly stoojv 
ing, till liis huge body was almost horizontal, glided off t« 
the right under the branches of the trees, and then moved 
on Anth a silence and rapidity that showed how accustomed 
he was to this mode of progression. 

The camp-fire was abandoned to the guard of the half-wild 
horse, that, freshly affrighted by the report of the carbine* 
once more plunged and reared, until he had almost strangled 
hhnself in the noose o^* his lazo. 

Meanwhile the day was beginning to break, and the red 
light of the fire was every moment gi'owing paler under the 
first rays of the morning. 

" Let us stop here," said Pep6 to Tiburcio, as soon as they 
had reached a thicket where they could have the advantag« 
of seeing without being seen, and from which they com? 
manded a view of the road leadmg to the Salto de Agua. 
** Stand closely behind this sumac bush," continued he ; "I 
luive an idea that this jtncaron, who has such a crooked sight, 
frill pass this way. If he do, I shall prove to him tL&t the 
(eflsons Bois-Rose has given me have not been altogether lost 
npon me. I manage my piece somewhat better now tliai 
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when I was in the service of her CathcUc majesty* TLurl 
now, stand close, and not a word above a whisper." 

Tiburcio^-or, as we may now call hhu, Fabian do Median*-- 
obeyed witl^ pleasure the injunctions of his companion, 11 l« 
spirit, troubled with the few strange words he had heard from 
Bvis-Rose and Pep^, was full of hope that the latter would 
l>e &ble to complete the revelation just begun ; and he waited 
with anxious silence to hear what the ex-carabuiier might say. 

But the latter was silent. The sight of the young man — 
whom he had hunself assisted in making an orphan, and de* 
spoiling not only of his title and wealth, but even of Ids 
name — renewed within him the remorae which twenty year^ 
had not sufficed to blot out from his memory. Under the 
dawning light he looked sadly but silently on the face of that 
child whom he had often seen playing uj)on the beach of 
ElanchovL In the proud glance of the youth, Pepe saw once 
more the eyes of his high-born mother ; and in the elegant 
and manly form he recognized that of Don Juan de Medians, 
his father; but twenty years of a rude and laborious life — 
twenty yeai'S of a struggle with the toils and dangers of the 
desert — had imparted to Fabian a physical strength far sjipo^ 
rior to that of him who had given hhn being. 

Pep6 at length resolved to break the silence. He could no 
longer restraui himself, sufiuring as he was from «<icb bitter 
memories 

** Keep your eye fixed upon the road," said he, " at yonder 
point, where it is lost among the trees. Watch that point 
whilst 1 talk to you. It is the way in which Bois-Ilose and 
I do when there is any danger threatening u». At the same 
time listen attentively to what I say." 

^^I listen," answered Fabian, directing his glance as hit 
companion had instructed him. 

''Do you remember nothing of your yoimg days, more thar 
70U have just related tc the Canadian ?" 
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" N othing — ever since I learnt tlmt Are'i\nos was not in> 
fiither, 1 have tried to rpmember something, but to no |.ur 
pose. I do not even know who took care i-f ine iii it^ 
infancy." 

" No more know they of you, my poor young man, I %m 
the only one who can tell you these things of which you %rt 
Ignorant." 

" For heaven's sake speak I" impatiently cried Fabi'\a 

"Hush! not so loud I" cautioned the trapper. "TLoa€ 
woods, remote and solitary as they seem, nevertheless con 
lain your deadliest enemy — unless, indeed, it was at me that 
the bullet was aimed. Tliat may make a difference in youi 
&vour. In fact, since I have not been able to recognize you, 
I do not see how he can?" 

"Who — of whom do you speak?" brusquely demanded 
Fabian. 

" Of your mother's murderer — of the man who has robbed 
you of your titles, your honours, your wealth, and yom 
name." 

" I should be noble and rich then ?" cried Fabian, inter, 
rogatively. "Oh that I had but known it sooner — only 
yesterday I** 

Fabian's thoughts were upon Rosarita. If he could have 
told this to her, in that sad parting interview, perhajis th9 
result might have been different I 

" Koble I yes I" replied Pep6, *' you should bo and shall 
yet, if I mistake not —but rich — alaai you are no mnit 
rich.'» 

" What matters it ?" responded Fabian, " to-day it ^ould 
be too late.'' 

" Yes, but it does matter — ^ah I 1 know two men — one at 
east — who shall restore to you what you have lost, or die 5r 
the attempt." 

^ Of wnom do you speak ^" 
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^' Of one who, without knowing it, aideJ U some axtent t 
the assaBsinatiou of your mother— of one whom that sad 
•ouTonir has a thousand times troubled the ODuscience — whr. 
in the silence of the night in the midst of the m oo/X ha* 
t^ften fancied he could hear that crj of anguish, which at tH* 
time he mistook for the wailing of the breeze against th# 
jlifEi of Elanchovi. It was the death scream of your pooi 
motner. Ah! Don Fabian de Mediana,^' continued the 
speaker, in reply to the gesture of horror made by the young 
man, *^AhI that man's conscience has reproached him in 
stronger terms than you could use ; and at this hour he is 
ready to spill the last drop of his blood for you." 

The impetuous passions of Fabian, for a moment softened 
by thoughts of Rosarita, were again inflamed to their utmost 
Ho had already sworn to avenge the death of Arellanos, an** 
here was a new object of vengeance, the murderer of his own 
mother t The bland image of Rosarita at once disappeared, 
paling away as the fire-liglit eclipsed by the brighter gleami 
of the rising sun. 

** My mother's assassin !" cried he, his eyes flashing with 
furious indignation. ** And you know him ?" 

** You also— you have eaten with him at the same table- 
under the same roof— that which you have just now quit* 
tedl'» 

Pei>6 without further interrogation went on to recount 
what he knew of the events of Elanchovi. He told Fabian 
nbo Le was — that Don Estevan was no other than his ondei 
Antonio de Mediana — of the marriage of his mother with 
Don Juan his father— of the consequent chagrin of the 
younger brother— of his infamous design, and the manfier it 
had been carried into execution. How Don Antonio, return* 
ing from the wars in Mexico, with his band of piratical 
adventurers, had landed in a boat upon the beacft at Enso 
nada— how he had entered the chateau, and with t) e help of 
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Us two subordinate villains had abstracted the Cotiitess ud 
ber infant — ^himself Fabian — bow tbe assassination of the 
mother had been committed in the boat, and the child oni; 
spared in the belief that the murderer's steel was not neces* 
•ary — in the belief that the waves and the cold aUiiosphera 
of a November night would complete the deed of death. 

Nor did Pep6 conceal his own conduct connected with ihln 
affair. He disclosed all to his half-&antic listener — the after 
action? of Don Antonio with regard to himself— his imprison- 
menl and subsequent banishment to the fisheries of Ceuta — 
his escape at a later period to the prairies of America, and 
his meeting with Bois-Rose — with whom, however, no recog- 
nition had ever been established about the events of Elan^ 
chovi — since neither had ever mentioned that name in 
hearing of the other. 

All these thmgs Pep£ narrated in turn, but briefly as thi 
drcumstances required. The rest of his history Fabian 
already knew — ^at least, the greater part of it s Boiallose had 
partially made the revelation* 
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Xm XAK IN TILB TKLLOW JAOXJR* 

BoiB-RofiB, as already stated, had gone alone in a direction 
opposite to that taken by his comrades. His mind full of 
the danger with which Fabian was surrounded — Fabian 
festered to him as if by a miracle — the Canadian continued 
to advance with rapid strides. He examined every open 
log and aisle of the forest with an eye keenly bent, an i ar 
ear straining to oatch the slightest round. 
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AlUr makiDg a diitAnce of a hundre^ ^rtrJs or 90, a4 
ftopped in his traclU| and laybig himself flat along the gra«», 
p!aced his oar to the ground and listened attentively. In a 
few seconds' time a dull sound reached him— the hod 
strokes of a hone that seemed to approach the spot where U 
lay. 

*^rep6 is right,'' muttered he to himself, as ho started to 
his feet ; *^ the skunk is coming this way. Good I he has the 
advantage of me in being mounted ; hut I have a rifle that I 
dare say will make up for the diflercnce — enfant dejrdce I 
he is here I" 

As this exclamation escaped him, the trapper was seen 
suddenly to raise his long rifle to hisshoulder. At the same 
instant a leathern jacket of yellowish colour a])peared at some 
distance ofl* among the leaves, and at about the height of *«. 
man on horseback. 

The sharp crack of a rifle was instantly followed by the 
disappearance of the leathern jacket : and, since for marksmen 
like Bois-Rose to take aim is to hit, the latter had no doubt 
that his enemy had fallen to the ground either dead 01 
wounded. For a moment he thought of reloading ; but th€ 
ardour of his vengeance urged him to rush forward and 
make sure of his victim. In the event that the assassin shoul'l 
have companions, the trapper trusted to his great strength to 
equalize the chances of a hand-to-hand conflict. Negleclir.f 
all further precautions, therefore, like the hunter rusliing 
upon the wounded stag, he dashed forward through the tree* 
^ward the spot where his enemy had fallc%i. 

As he drew near, ho could perceive a horse rearing furi 
ously in front of him, crushing the underwood as he phmged 
violdbtly from side to side. The horse was saddled and 
bridled, but there was no one in the saddle. This ed 
Boi»-Rose to the belief that his bullet had dismount>ed tbi 
rider. 
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AQ at once a shrill whistle rang through the trees ; ane 
Ihe horse uttered a loud neigh — ^as if in reply — ^galloping off 
m tho direction from which the edgnal had come. After 
making several lengths through the bushes, the horse came to 
a Slop. Dois-Rofie ran after, and in a few bounds was beside 
Vie animal. It was still dai'k under the shadow of the treeSj 
bat the (/anadian could make out the form of a man upov 
hhe groimd, at that moment struggling in the act of raising 
himself. Just then the horse dropped upon his knees, tht 
man grasping the pommel of the saddle succeeded in crawl- 
ing into it ; a signal started the animal to his feet again ; and 
before the trapper could come up to the spot, both hors« 
and man were fast disappearing behind the foliage of the 
trees. 

Bois-Ilose launched after them a furious malediction ; and 
reloading his rifle as rapidly as he could, sent a bullet in thi 
same direction ; but the continued strokes of the horse's feet 
falluig upon his ear told him that his random shot had been 
delivered to no purpose. 

Without following further, he turned in the opposite direo 
tion, and after imitating three times in succession, the howl 
mg of tho prairie wolf— a signal for Pep6 — he strode off t€ 
the spot where the yellow jacket had faUen from tho saddle. 

There he perceived the grass pressed do\^Ti as if whero a 
man's body had C^Uen upon it ; and at about tlie height of 9 
aain on horseback, the branches of the suHiao tree were broken, 
M though the horseman had caught at them in falliug. There 
i^ere no traces of blood, however — ^not a drop could be seen ; 
out a carbine lying upon the ground showed that tlio 
horseman, in his hurry to escape, had left his weapon behind 
him. 

" My poor Fabian 1" muttered he, " this will serve for him 
111 these woods a knif^ u not much worth ; ihi« yn\\ be 9 
better weapon foi hioi.'* 
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Somewhat consoled hj this reflection, the trappet do« 
turned to go back m the direction of the camp-fire. He ha^! 
not made a doxen steps, when the sharp report of a i-ifle feQ 
apon his ear. 

•'^ It is PepS's 1*' he cried, ^ I know it God grant he may 
oaTe made a better shot than I have done V* 

Just then a second report echoed through the woods. It 
fonnded sadly on the ear of the Canadian — who did not 
recognize it — and being now the victim of a terrible uncer- 
tainty! be ran with all speed in the dij'ection whence the 
sound had come. 

Another report that now reached him added to the anguish 
of his suspense ; for this time, like the last, it was not the 
well-known crack of his comrade's rifle. 

Almost at the same instant, however, he heard Pepfi's voice 
eailingout: 

^Come back, Fabian I oome back! What is ti^e use 
of » "^ 

A third detonation seemed to cut short the speech of the 
ex-coastguard — as if he had fallen by the bullet — ^while no 
voice of Fabian was heard to make reply. A profound and 
frightful silence followed the last shot, which was broken 
ooly by the voice of the mock-bird, who appeared imperfectly 
to imitate the words that had been spoken, and then com- 
menced chanting a plaintive song — as if mourning the death 
of those who had fallen by the shota. 

The Canadian ran on for some moments, imtil — uuabls 
longer to restrain himself— he paused, and cried out, at thi 
risk of exposing himself to some ambushed enemy: 

*• Ilola I Pepe ! — ^where are you f ** 

** Here !** answered the voice of the ex-carabinier. " Wi 
are here, straight before you — ^Don Fabian and myself 
Comfe on I" 

A cry of joy was all the responne the CanadiaPi could give ; 
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and the next moment another joyous shout, a3 he came npon 
the ground and perceived that both his companions wore still 
m safety. 

" The skunk ought to be wounded," said lie ; " my ehoi 
jaused him to tumble out of his saddle. You were perhapa 
more fortunate than I ? I heard your piece sj)eak — liave yon 
throwed him, Pep6 ?" 

Pep6 shook his head in the negative, 

"If you mean the fellow in the yellow jacket," said he, " 1 
fency the devil has him under his protection , for I had a ^r 
sight on him — ^and yet he's off 1 He's not- alone, however ; 
there are four other horsemen along with him ; and in one 
of these gentleman I have recognized him whom they here 
call Don Estevan de Arechiza, but who is no other than " 

**I have seen only the fellow in the leather jatkoi," inter- 
rupted the Canadian ; " and here is his gun, Fabian, for you. 
But are you quite safe?" continued he, in an anxioup tone. 
•* Yon are sure you are not wounded ?" 

"No, no — ^my friend — my father I" cried Fabian, flinging 
himself into the trapper's aims, as if they had just met afle> 
» long separation. 

•*Oh, Pep6l" cried the Canadian, his eyes filling with 
tears, as he pressed Fabian convulsively against his great 
bosom, and then held him at a distance as if to get a better 
view oijhim. "Is he not grand? Is he not beautiful? He 
—once my little Fabian — oh 1" 

" Pep6 has told me all," said Fabian. " Among these men 
ii the murderer of my mother." 

^ Tos," exclaimed Pep6 ; " and by the Virgin of Atocha 
let us not delay hero. There is no time for sentiment— th€ 
^ain must not escape us. Justice, so long evaded, must 
iow have its due." 

** As Qod wills I" rejoined Fabian. 

rhe three friends now held a rapid council as to whiil 
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oounie was best to be taken. It Avas oonoluded by tbeii 
reeolving to follow the horsemen as rapidly as possiVe al<nig 
Ike road which these had taken — the road to TubjM. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

THB BLOOD OF THB ICXDLUIAA* 

After having uselessly discharged their cafbines several 
times, from too great a dbtance for the balls to be dangerous, 
Oroche and Baraja had rejoined Cuchillo. 

The outlaw was as pale as death ; the ball fired at him by 
the Canadian had creased his head, and it was this iiad caused 
him to fall from his horse. Doubtless Bois-llose would then 
have crushed him, like a venomous reptile, but for the horse. 
The noble animal, seemg that his master could not raise hiia- 
self unaided, bent down that he might seize his mane, aiid so 
reach the saddle, and when he felt his master once more 
firmly seated on his back, he had set off at fidl gallo]>, and 
carried him away beyond the reach of Bois Rose. 

This was not the only danger run by the outlaw. When 
Ms accomplices had rejoined him and all three had come up 
with Don Estevan and Diaz, another danger was in store foi 
him. The Spaniard had no need to interrogate Cuchillo in 
order to learn tliat Fabian had once more escaped. From 
the disappointed air of the two followers, and the palenee* 
of tne outlaw, who was still tottermg in his saddle, Don 
Estevan guessed all. 

Deceived in his expectation, the rage of the Spaniard bursl 
^mu lie rod« up to Cuchillo, crying, in a voice of thunder 
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• Cowardly and clumsy knave i" and in his blinu rvry^ with 
out reflecting that Cuchillo alone knew the secret of the 
Golden Valley, he drew his pistol. Luckily for the outlaw^ 
Pedro Diaa threw himself quickly between him and Don 
Est e van, whose fury gradually subsided. 

" And tLose men who are with him — who are they ?»» cridji 
he. 

" The two tiger-killers," replied Baraja. 

A short deliberation took place in a low voice bctweev 
Don Estevan and Pedro Diaz^ which ended by these words, 
pronoimced aloud : 

" We must destroy the bridge of the Salto de Agna, and 
the devil is in it if they overtake us before wo reach Tubao •," 
and at this they all set off at full gallop, 

Fabian had heard Don Estevan say to Cuchillo, the nigi.t 
before, that he should only pass two hours at the hacienda 
before his departure ; and as the last events which had taken 
place at Don Augustiu's must have tended to shorten liis 
stay, there was no time to hesitate. The horse of Pe| v 
became a precious auxiliary in following the fugitives, and, 
if necessary, for cutting off their retreat. It remained 
to be decided who should mount him, and undertake an 
enterpi-ise so perilous as opposing singly the flight of Ave 
armed horsemen. 

" I shall follow them," said Fabian. 

So saying, he rushed towards the animal, who recoiled m 
terror ; but seizing the cord by which he was tethered, tli« 
joung man threw a handkerchief over his eyes. Trembling 
m every limb, the horse remained quiet, while Fabian 
brought Pep6's saddle, which he placed on his back, and 
Ifcen arranged the lazo so as to 53rm at once a bndle and a 
•naflie. lie was about i j moun'. without removing the hand 
kerchief, when Pep6, at a sign from Bois-Rose, interposed. 

"Gently," said he, "if any one here has x right to mount 
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this animal, it is I — I who captured Liiu, and to yfhom hi 
belongs." 

**Do you not see," cried Fabian, impatiently, **that he i* 
not bra?idedy which shows vhat ho has never yet been 
mounted ? if you care for the safety of your limbs, I advLs« 
f ou not to try him." 

" That is my business," said Pcpe, advancing; but scarcely 
had the animal felt his hand ou the pommel, and Ids foot on 
(he stirrup, than with a furious boimd ho threw him ten feet 
off. Pc'p6 uttered an angry oath, but Fabian vaulted into 
the saddle without touching the stirrups. 

*^Stop! Fabian, stopl" cried Bois-Rose, in a tone of 
anguish, ^^ you must not go alone and risk falling into their 
hands." 

But already Fabian had removed the handkerchief; and 
the noble animal, his eyes restored to the light, made furiou£ 
eflbrts to free himself from a weight which ho felt for the firit 
time, but at last stood motionless and trembling. Bois-Roso 
profited by this moment to seize the bridle, but was shaken 
off by another furious bound, and the terrified animal rushed 
away with such impetuosity that it was no longer in human 
power to restrain him. For a few moments the Canadian 
watched the intrepid rider struggling with the fury of the 
horse, and then both disappeared from his sight. 

"They will kill him," cried he; "they are five to one. 
Let us follow as closely as we can, Pep6, to protect onod 
■lore my lately recovered child." 

Bois'Rose threw his rifle over his shoulder, and was already 
taking gigantic strides aflcr Fabian. 

"Thb horse is difficult to manage," cried he; "I am cer 
fain that he will not go straight ; we shall perhaps arrive as 
•con as he. Ah ! Don Estevan, your evil star has guided 
you to these outlaws." 

l<\bi:in, like those legendary cavaliers whom nothing 
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»ppa^ pusod with fearful rapidity over hillocks, ravines^ aiul 
&lier. trunks of treoB. Pepe was not wrong ; in spite of the 
start that the pursued had of him, Fa\>ian would soon hava 
overtaken thera, could he have guided ins horse ; but luikily 
or imluckily for him, the intractable animal devi.ited coR- 
•tantly from the track; and it was only after iirodigiouf 
efforts that he could bring him back to the ioa<l, which 
wound thi'ough the wood, and on which the traces of the live 
fugitives were visible, and thus the pursuer constantly lost 
ground. 

However, after an hour of this struggle, the horso began 
to find that he had met with his master, and that his strength 
was becoming exhausted 5 the curb, held by a vigorous hand, 
compressed his jaws, his speed gradually relaxed, his bounds 
became less violent, and he ended by obeying the hand 
which guided him. As if by common consent, man and horse 
stopped to take breath. Fabian profited by this rest to look 
around him; his heart began to beat less rapidly and he 
could both hear and see. Trampled leaves, newly broken 
branches and the prints of horses' feet, were clear indicationi 
of the passage of those who fled before him. 

Suddenly the sound of falling water struck ui)on his ear 
In another moment the fugitives would have gained the rus* 
tic bridge which crossed the ^ide and leep bed of the tor- 
rent; their united efforts might destroy it, and then all puN 
suit would be useless. While he was seeking for a ford D.nr 
£stevan would escape through the vast plains whici^ 
extended to Tubac. This thought aroused anew the young 
man's passion ; and pressing his horse's fiide he galloped 
along the path, the windings of which still hid his enemi^f 
from view. This time his horse had grown docile and flew 
along the road. 

The noise of the toiTent soon drowned that of the horse*« 
feet, but before long human voices roingled with it. Thii 
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lound produced upon FabLin as powerful an effect x^ hi 
repeated blows did upon his horse ; a few minutes more unci 
lie would confront the enemies whom he was burning to 
reaoh* The impetuous pace of a horse excites a man to the 
greatest degree ; horse and rider re-act upon each other, aul 
Fabian in his excitement forgot the inequality of numborsi 
therefore the si)ectacle which met hb tJycs was one thai 
caused him a bitter disappointment. 

As already stated, a bridge composed of trunks of trees 
roughly cut, joined the two steep banks, between which 
roared the Salto de Agua. This bridge broad enough for a 
horse to pass over, rested at each end on the bare rock with- 
out anything to secure it, and the strength of a few men 
might oveiturn the trees and render the crossing impos- 
sible. 

Just as Fabian reached the bridge, four horses, urged on 
by their riders, were pulling vigorously, with ropes attached 
to the trees, which at that moment yielding, fell with a crash 
mto the torrent. 

Fabian uttered a cry of rage. A man turned round — h 
was Don Estevan, but Don S.stevan separated from him by 
an impassable barrier, and looking triumphantly at him. 

Fabian, his clothes torn to pieces by the brambles, and hi« 
face so transformed by fury as to be scarcely recognizab^ 
rushed for\vard in his blind rage to cross the river. But his 
horse reared violently and refused to proceed. 

" Fire on him !'^ cried Don Estevan, " or the madman wiD 
derange all our plans. Fire I tell you I*> 

Tliree carbines were already pointed at Fabian, when at 
^me distance behind him loud voices were heard, and Pep< 
•nd the Canadian appeared. At the sight of these formi<l» 
ble rifles, the outlaws hesitated ; Fabian made a new effort 
but the frightened horse plunged and reared as before. 

** Fire I" again cried Don Ei^tevan. 
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**Wo to him who does!" shouted the Canadimi, "and 
70U, Fabiaii, in heaven's name, retire 1*' 

"Yes, it is I, FaWan!" cried the Courrt, in a voice which 
diDwued the thunder of the torrent and the erics of th« 
banters, " Fabian, wlio comes to avenge his mother's blood 
l|K)n the inf:unous Don Antonio de Medlana I" 

Then, wiiile his voice still sounded in the ears of Don 
Kstevan, who for the first time in his life stood motionle»i 
frith terror, the impetuous young man ^rew his knife and 
pricked his horse with it. 

This time the animal gave a furious leap across the gulf 
and reached the opposite bank ; but one of his feet slipped, 
and after a short struggle he fell backwards, both horse and 
rider disappearing hi the flood. A cry of anguish burst from 
the Canadian and one of triumph from the opposite bank ; 
but both were quickly drowned by the roar of the torrent 
M it closed over its double prey. 



CnAPTER XXXV. 
▲ bibd's etx view of the dssxbt 

Afoxjt a fortnight after the events just related^ othel 
Meiion were taking place im a part of the desert which 
eftends from Tubac to the American frontier. But before 
referring to th > actors let us describe the theatre on which 
they once more met. 

The vast plains which separate Mexico from Uie United 
States are known only by tne vague reports of hunters or 
l5old seekers — at least that part watered by the river Gila 
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and ita tiibatancs This river, wlddi takes itu n^e in .h« 
dbtant mountains of tho Minibres, i»asses under variou* 
liamcs llirough an immense extent of sandy barren coantry, 
the arid monotony of which is interrupted only by th« 
ravines hollowed by the vaters, which, in their erratk 
^ourse, ravage Anthout fertilizing. 

The reader must imagme himself at a spot distant ibovl 
rixty leagues from Tubac. The sun, inclining towards the 
west, was already dailing oblique rays ; it was the hour wLer 
the wind, although still hot, no longer seems to come out of 
the mouth of a furnace. It was about four o'clock ia the 
afternoon, and light white clouds, tinted with rose colour, 
indicated that the sun had run two thirds of his coui-se ; 
above, in the deep blue sky, an eagle hung motionless over 
the desert^ iie only visible inhabitant of the air.^ From 
the height where the king of birdiv balanced himself majesti 
caily, his eyo could pcrcoivo on the immense plain, many 
human beings, some of whom were in groups, and others at 
so great a distance apart as to be visible to lum alone, and 
not to each other. 

Just beneath the soaring bird was a kind of irregular 
natural circle formed by a hedge of cacti, with their fleshy 
leaves and thorny points, with which were mingled the pale 
foliage of the bois defer. At one end of this hedge was ao 
elevated pietco of ground two or three feet high, with a flat 
top, which overlooked it on all sides. All around ^Lii 
entrenchment, untouched by the hand of man, stretched arid 
plains or a succession of little hillocks which ai)peared likt 
moticnless waves in a sea of sand. 

A troop of about sixty men on horseback had alighted in 
this place. The steaming horses showed that they had 
travelled fest. There was a confused noise of human voices, 
the neighing of horses, and the rattling of every kind of 
ireapon — for it did not appear to be a regular .^avali) 'loipa 
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Lances with red pennons, muskets, carbines and Jloalile 
barrelled guns were hanging from the saddle bows. 

Some of the men were cleaning their hoi-ses, while otheri 
were lying on the sand under tlie shelter of the cacti; a littto 
farther back were a number of mules advancing towards the 
halting-place, and behind them again, some twenty cartS; 
heavily laden. 

Visible to the eyes of the eagle, in the road along which 
th^se travellers must have passed, were corpses of men and 
animals strewn on the arid plain, marking the bloody track 
of this band of adventm*ers. Doubtless our readers have 
already recognised the Gold-seekers imder the command of 
I)on Estevan de Arechiza* 

When the mules and the carts joined the horsemen, the 
mules were imhamessed and the horses unsaddled ; the carts 
were unloaded and then linked together with iron chains, 
while the saddles of the animals were piled upon one 
another, and 8ei*ved with the cacti to fill up the s])aces be- 
tween the wheels and form a formidable barricade. The ani« 
mals were tied to the caits, and the cooking utensils placed 
by the side of the brushwood brought from a distance ; a po,i* 
lable forge was established ; and this colony, which seemed 
AS though it had risen from the ground as by a miracle, was 
■con busily employed, while the anvil resounded with the 
b)^/W3 which were &shioniug horses' shoes and repairing 
irbeels. 

A man richly dressed, but whose clothes were £ided with 
Am and dust, alone remaned on horseback in the middle of 
the camp, looking earnestly around him. This man was the 
chief of the troop. Three other men were occupied mean- 
while in tixing the poles of a tent, and then placing on it* 
summit a red banner on which was painted a scutcheon with 
six golden stars on an azure ground, with the motto, ** 1 wilj 
watch." The chief then alight<id, and after having given ao 
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ordei to one of his men, who mounted tnd Icfl Ad camp 
he entered the tent. All these pre]farations hnd occi 
pied barely half-an-honr, so much were thoy simplified hj 
habit. 

To the right of the camp, but far distant, arcse *- ora tie 
land a mass of gum-trees and ironwoods^ the only tr( cs pj o< 
dnccd by these arid plains. Here a second troop had halted- 
They had neither carts nor baggage mules, but were about 
do ible the number of the other party. By the bronzed cora- 
ploxions of the liders, some almost naked, others covered 
with skins and with waiing plumes of eagle's feathera, and 
by the brilliant red and yellow with which they were 
painted, it was easy to recognise a parly of Indians. 

Ten of tliem — doubtless the chiefs — ^gravely seated round 
a fire which produced more smoke than flame, were passing 
from hand to hand the calmnet or pipe of council. Tlieir 
arms, consisting of leathern bucklers — surrounded by a thick 
fringe of feathers — axes, and knives, were laid by their side. 
At some little distance and out of hearing, five waniors held 
A number of horses, strangely accoutred with wooden sad- 
dles covered with skins. These horses belonged to the 
cliiefs, and seemed difficult to restrain. 

As one of the chiefs passed the calumet to the others, he 
[)oinlad to a spot in the horizon. The eyes of a European 
would only have seen a slight grey cloud against the tlue 
iky, but the Indian recognized a column of sm^ke — thai 
mmg fn^m the camp of the whites. 

At that moment an Indian messenger arrived with seme 
ne.vs, and all the party crowded round him. 

Now between the two ciimps the eye of the eagh? could 
discover another rider, but alone and out of sight of both 
parties. It was doubtless he who was being sought for by 
the messenger despatched from the camp of the gohl-Heckeia 
Tfali man rode a grey horse, and seem«d to be «eskiu|{ fi 
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Irmok; he was dressed as a European ; and his corcp'iexioa 
though much bronzed, denoted that be belonged to that race. 

It was Cuchillo, who, resuming his course, caused hii 
borso to mount one of the hillocks, where he could perceive 
the ooluraus of smoko arising from the two camps. Tii« 
Indians perceived him at the same time: for a long howl, 
like that of a hundred panthei*s, arose, and the king of binls, 
terrified by the tumult, soon became only a black speck ii 
the clouds. The outlaw tied rapidly in the op|)08ite dire<> 
lion and the Indians rushed after liim. 

Still further in the horizon, placed so as to form a trian- 
gle with the other camps, was a third group of men scarcely 
visible to the eagle himself. They were encamped upon a 
small islet in the midst of a river fringed with trees, and 
over which rested a light fog. The desert of Tubac ended 
at this river, which, flowing from east to west, divided, a 
I'.'ague below the island, mto two branches, and formed a 
vast delta — bounded by a chain of hills which were now 
shrouded by the fog. 

In this delta, more than a league square, lay the Golden 
Valley. 

All these diflerent groups of people vn\\ soon meet, like 
the waves which, raised by oposing wuids, break agauist 
each other in the immensity of the ocean. 

Thanks to a skillful manojuvre of l*edro Diaz, the expedi- 
Von, on arriving near the Golden Valley, bad concealed for 
i¥ c days from the Indians the route they had taken. But 
vO associate himself with sixty companions did not please 
Cuchillo, who, under the pretence of reconnoitnng the coiia 
try, had separated himself from his companions. It was to 
inulic^ate the position of their bivouac that they had lighted a 
fire in the camp, and to find him that Don Estcvan had sent 
out a messenger. Cuchillo, indeed, van the oni one whf 
ooold guide them to the Golden Valley. 



A bcld thonglit was in C'ichillo's mind, but iho oxecMtioi 
>f this project was yet to lead him to a fearful juirashment, 
which he well deserved. We cannot, however, upeak ol thii 
at present. 

A ma J, as we have said, had arrived at the Ictlian ca!n| 
with news. This niau, in seeking the enemies whom thef 
woi'e pursuing, had reached the bank ol* the river^ ani 
CMmoealed by the willows, had pcceived three whito meik 
rhose three men could only be Bois-Rose, Pep6 the Span- 
iard, and Fabian de Mediana. It was indeed this two of 
friends. 

We left Bois-Rose and Pep6 on the banks of the torrent in 
which the young Spaniard, excited by the tale he had heard 
of his mother's assassination, and full of fury, had nearly 
found a tomb. Fortunately the fall Iiad been fatal only to 
the horse, and the rider had escaped by a miracle. The 
three friends had resumed their pursuit ; but, forced to pro- 
ceed on foot while their enemies were on horseback, tht^y 
had only ai-rived at Tubac on the day the expedition left *xt, 
after having travelled sixty leagues in five days. 

Then it became more easy to follow the adventurers^- 
who were retarded by their baggage — and ten days' march 
Bad brought the intrepid companiors to the same point aa 
their enemies ; for although forced for safety to take a dif 
ferent route, they had rarely lost sight of the iires of tliour 
bivouacs. Surrounded as he was, however, Don EsteTSi 
eould not be easily captured. 

When the Indian messenger had finished his report, tht 
warriors deliberated afresh. The youngest of the ten, 
aalled upon to speak first, said : 

" The whites have sometimes the legs of a deer, sometimei 
iba courage of the puma, and the cunning of the jackal. 
They have concealed their route for two days from eyei 
which can trace that of the eagle in the air ] it is anothai 
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I on their part to scatter theJr warriois, and we must «oek 
them near the island in river Gila." 

After a minute's siienco, another spoke : 

"The whites have doubtless a thousand stratagems uttl eit 
service, but can they increase their stature ? No ; and if on 
the contrary they could make themselves so small that the 
Indian eye could not perceive them, they would do it. 
Our enemies are from the south — ^these men just discovered 
eome from the nonh — it is not therefore towards the island 
that we must go." 

In the midst of these contradictory opuiions, the shouts ol 
the Indians, at the sight of Cuchillo, burst forth, compelling- 
tlie chiefs to suspend their deliberations until the warriors 
who pursued him had returned. When they reappeared, they 
reported that they had discovered the trail of the whitcflk 
Then the second chief who had spoken — a man of tall stature 
and darker in colour than most of his tribe — whence his 
name of the Blackbird — again spoke : 

" I have said that that the men who come from the north 
could not form part of those who come from the south. I 
have always seen that the south and the north are enemies 
of one another like the winds which blow from opposite 
quailers. Let us send a message to the three warriors on 
the island and ask them to join us against the other whites, 
and the Indian will be gladdened at the death of his enemief 
by the hands of each other," 

But this advice, dictated by prudence and knowlt^dge of 
mankind, found no support in the council. The Blackbird 
was f'jrced to yield, and it was agreed that the mass of tha 
Iroop should march against the camp, while only a small 
deta^.hment should be sent to the island. 

A quarter of an hour after, one hundred men set oflf for tb« 
eamp; while twenty othei-s went towards the island, thirsting 
tat the blood of the three men who had taken shelter thertt. 
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It is towards the cinl of tlie month of March that ^e find 
the gold seekers and their chief i:i tlie camp described, aftei 
they had lost by tlie Indians and by tlio niiniuerless danger^! 
of the desert, forty of their men. But although weakened 
by this loss, still the chances between them and the Indians, 
ever ready to defend their territory, wore nearly equal 
On each side was cunning, and the liabit of folio \iin^] an 
ilmost invisible track, while the cupidity of the one was 
equalled by the ferocity of the other. 

Nevertheless the enthusiasm was no longer so great as ofc 
the day when, after having celebrated a mass for the success 
of their expedition, the adventurers had set off from Tubac, 
uttering cries of triumph, which were accompanied by tl e 
sound of cannon and the acclamations of the inhabitants. No 
precaution had been omitted by Don Estevan, who seemed 
to foresee everything. Until then, in these kind of expedi- 
tions, each man had acted for himself, and trusted to himself 
and his own horse for his safety ; but the Spaniard had disci- 
pUa^ this band, and forced them to obey him, while tl.>e 
carts that he had brought served both for transport ami foi 
defence. Thus moved the ancient people of the noilh ir* 
their invading journeys towards the south of Europe. l\o 
former expedition ha<i penetrated so far into the desert tu 
had this one, under the guidance of its skillful chief 

The responsibility which weighed upon Don Estevan 
would of itself have been enough to account for the clouds 
apon his brow ; but perhaps he thought more of the past 
than of the present or the fiiture. He had been able to com- 
pare the energy of Fabian with the pusillanimity of the Sen- 
ator Tragaduros. Cairied away by the course of cverits, he 
•ia<l thought only of remo%'ing his nephew from his path ; 
but when the young man disappeared in the gulf shouting a 
Berco menace to his father's brother, he had suddenly felt an 
immeniie void, and a scarcely-closed wound had re-o[)ened ii 
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hk heart. Ho miss'^d one thing amidst oh his prosperity 
«nd ill spite of himself, the pnde cf race revived in his hi east^ 
arid an ardent sympalliy had seized upon him for the arden4 
young man, loved by Dofia Rosarita, who miglit perhaps 
have replaced the Senator in the execution of his bold plan. 

lie regretted having allows 1 liimself to be led away bj 
c.rcurastances, and at the moment when the laat of t}.« 
lledianas— except himself— di<»appeared from his eyes, hi 
regretted an heir so worthy to bear the name. Now, Avlicn 
on the eve of mounting another step by the conquest of the 
Qolden Valley, this regret became more vi\nd. 

This was not the only care, however, which then preoccxi' 
pied Antonio de Mediana ; the absence of Cuchillo made him 
aneasy, and he began to have a suspicion of this man's 
perfidy. 

Cuchillo had gained considerably upon the Indians who 
pursued liim ; but no sooner did he perceive through the 
hedge the entrenchment raised by his companions than he 
slackened his pace. The distance at which he still was from 
the camp was too great to enable him to be perceived by the 
sentinels; and when he saw the Indians who pursued Lim 
halt at sight of the column of smoke, he stopped altogether. 
His plan was to go into the camp as late as possible, so as 
only to give the alarm at the last moment. He knew enough 
of the Indians to play this dangerous game with the mosi 
perfect sang froid ; he knew that they never attacked bal 
with superior numbers, also that some houi*s would elapst 
before. they decided on attacking the camp at all that, 
satisfied with having recDvered the track of their enemies, h?s 
parsuers would return wd carry the report to their corop 
panions. 

He was right ; and enchanted at the effect of his ruse, tha 
outlaw lay down behind a mound of earth, leady to resume 
his course when his seu^<^s should warn bim of the approaob 
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of danger. Bj regaining the camp only a few minnt€i 
before the attack, he hoped also to escape the questions of 
Don Estevan. 

** We should have sixty to divide the treasure,*' thoixgfcl 
he, *' had I not taken care to diminish that number. Th&st^ 
nhile the whites and reds are fighting together, I ^ 

A distant explosion, like that of a rifle, interrupted hii 
meditations. This sound appeared to come fiom the norths 
and indeed proceeded from the river, where were Bois-Rosd 
and his companions. 

^* It is strange that such a sound should proceed from that 
quarter," said Cuchillo, " for the white camp is eastward as 4 
the red westward." 

A second shot was heard ; then a third, followed by a short 
•ilence, to which succeeded a continual finng. Cuchillo 
trembled. He fencied that a second white party, distinct 
from his, were about to seize the coveted treasures. Then ha 
feared that Don Estevan had despatched a detachment to 
take possession of the Golden Valley. But reason soon 
showed him the little probability of cither of these suiTnises. 
A party of men mw^ h?y<j left traces which he should have 
discovered during the two days he had been scouring the 
country ; and then it waa not probable that Don Estevan 
would have dared to weaken his force by dividing it. He 
tticraf^re lay still, and concluded that the sounds proceeded 
tfym some party of American hunters surprised by the nativei^ 

We must return to the camp of Don Antonio, where th« 
fring had also been heard, and where it had givtin rise to t 
host of conjectures. 

Evening had come on, and red clouds marked the fiery 
Irace of the setting snn ; tlie earth began to frealien up at 
the apj»roach of night, and the cr*»,8cent of the moon to {',tow 
jaoro and more brilliant, under ti:e iight of whicli the oara] 
appeared pictu I etque. 
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On the rising ground which overlooked the whole entrench 
ment> arose, as we have said, the chiefs teut with its floating 
banner. A feeble light from within indicated that he was 
still watching, and several fires, made in holes dug in tbf 
land or surrounded by stones — lest thci/ Hght should betray 
their position — threw a subdued red glare around ; while, ic 
case of attack, fagots were prepared to illumine the camjju 
Groups of men lying down, and others preparing tne even* 
big meal, were mingled \vith the horses and mules, wh« 
were eathig their rations of maize. 

The careless and satisfied look upon every face, showed 
that these men confided the care of their defence wholly to 
their chief. At the entrance to the tent lay a man, like a 
dog watching over his master; and from his lone: hair and 
the guitar by the side of his rifle, it was easy to recognize 
Oroche. Ilis time seemed to be divided between the con- 
templation of a heaven glittering with stars, and the care of 
keeping up a fire of green wood, the smoke of which rose in 
a voitical column silvered by the moon. Beyond the 
entrenchments the moonlight whitened the plain, and even 
the fog which covered the summits of a cham ot mountains 
which were visible in the horizon. 

Behind the carts paced the sentinels, carbme in hand. 
Among the various groups of men scattered about were 
Benito, the servant of Don Estcvan, and Baraja. They were 
engaged in conversation. 

" Senor Benito," said Baraja, speaking to the old herdi 
man, '• you who are so well acquainted with all the affairs c< 
these desertis, can you explain to me what is the cause of 
these shots, which we have been hearing ever shice noon, 
ted which can only be fired by our enemies, the Indians ?'* 

" It is difficult to say," answered Benito ; " but certainly 
Ihey must have some good reason for wasting so much pow 
<l<u-« -a sTArce article among them. It appears probablv 
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enough tliat poor Cuchillo is captured or may be iLft Seflr/I 
Gayferofl, who was sent after him." 

" But wliy should they keep firing from time to time T— 
one shot would be enough to put an end to (either Cuchilli 
or Gayferos ; whereas wo have heard volleys." 

^^ Ah 1 it may be that tho savages are practising one ol 
theii* horrible modes of punishment — perhaps they are firing 
at their victims merely for the sport. There is one terrible 
torture they inflict — I remember to have been ." 

^^ Hold there, friend Benito I" cried Baraja, intei i u]iting 
him, " no more of your horrible stories ; I have not forgot- 
ten that frightful night by the well of La Poza." 

** Well," rejoined the herdsman, " unless they are firing at 
either Cuchillo or Gayferos — or perhaps at both — 1 cmnot 
divme the cause of their continued fusillade. These Indians 
•are as curious as the very devil ; and they can extract a 
secret almost as effectually as the Holy Inquisition itself. 
Perhaps they aie frightening either the guide or Gayferos to 
betray the situation of our camp." 

" God forbid they should succeed I" exclaimed Bai aja. 

" I join you in the prayer," said the ex-herdsman ; " but 
I cannot help remarking, how imprudent in our ciiief to 
permit the fire. The smoke has been rising all day like a 
column. In an atmosphere like this it may be seen for 
leagues off*l" 

" I agree with you," replied Baraja ; " but then /ou know 
it was kindled at the express wish of the guide — so that he 
might find tho way to where we should be encamped. Both 
humanity towards Cuchillo, as well as our own interest In his 
safety, required us to light the fire." 

"Ah I that is not so certain. Between ourselves, 1 
Haven't much confidence hi this Cuchillo. He appears to ot 
we of those guides whose paths always end in quagmiriBS.*' 

** But have you not heard the rrmiour of the oamu ^ 



A BIED*S KYE VIEW OP lUK DESERT, 251 

*- Wliat rumour? That Don Estevan is not gomg b) jaerc 
h^zAid to search for a mino of gold ; but that he already 
Lnov>4 of the existence of a rich placer? Is it that yon 
mean >-* 

** Ves or rather that Don Estevan knows of the cxistcno* 
of the plavcr; but not tokere it is, or the road that leads to 
It. This is only known to Cuchillo, whoso death would 
therefore Inj an irreparable loss to all of us." 

"Bahl" replied the ex-herdsman, with a shake of the 
head ; " Cui>nillo's face is one that could never deceive an 
exi>erienced eye. For my part I hope I am deceived in him, 
though I doubt it." 

** Oh, Seilor iSenlto, you always look upon the dark side ol 
tilings." 

" Well, perhaps so — and on this very night I may espe- 
cially appear a bii\l of ill omen, for I cannot help feeling the 
presentiment thai there is danger near us. Sec I look yon- 
derl The animars have left off eating — both mules and 
horses. Observe Low they stand listening, as if they heard 
something. Well, f^^hat is to come will come; and I have 
not much to loae — ^^cven my life is not worth much." 

And with this consolatory si>eech the old shepherd wrapped 
himself up in his Cjoak and lay down to sleep. 

Not so Baraja. The words of his comrade had produced 
ihcir effect, and ho was unable to compose himself to rest 
Hill imagination depicted to him a thousand phantoms, and 
every moment he fancied he could hear the yells ot the sava- 
ges, as they rushed forward to attack the camp. Not that*: 
the ex-haciendado was altogether a coward ; but there was 
reason for his fcnrs ; and the darkness of the night, as wel 
as the strange behaviour of the animals, was sufficient cause 
U> render even a brave man apprehensive of danger. 

After the long day's march, all the adventurers were 
asleep— stretched here and there upon the ground Tht 
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Bcntinels alone were awake, and watching- > now and thea 
raisibg along the lines their monotonous cry of " Sefitinela 
alerte /" It was the only sound that for a long time inter- 
rupted the silence of the night. 

After remaming awake for a considerable time, Baraji 
began to feel confidence, and perhaps would have gone t« 
Bleep, like the others, when all at once he heard several shotti^ 
similar to those that had been heard during the day, and 
which appeared to proceed from the same direction. 

**They are still firing over there," said he, nudging the old 
her<lsman so as to awake him. 

** No matter," grumbled Benito ; " let them fire away. If 
it be not Cuchillo or Gayferos, we needn't care. So, friend 
Baraja, I wish you good night — go to sleep yourself. In the 
desert, time for sleep is precious, although at any minute yon 
may be sent to sleep in eternity — Good night !" 

After this terrifying speech, the ex-herdsman drew hi:> 
cloak over his eyes to keep out the rays of the moon, when 
a noise made by the mules caused him to raise his head 
again. " Ah !" said he, " the red devils are not far off." 

The neigh of a horse was now heard from a distance, 
accompanied by a cry of alarm, and the next moment a man 
was seen riding up at full gallop. 

"It is Cuchillo," cried the servant ; then, in a low voice, 
to Baraja, " Let the travellers take care when the wiH-o^ Ihi 
wkp dances on the plain 1" 
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That oTeniiii,, as nsnal Don Estevan watched in his tent| 
while his people reposed. By the light of a smoky candle, 
the Spaniard, in spite of the modest appearance of his lodging 
and of his dust-covered clothes, seemed to have lost nothing 
of the dignity of his appearance or of his grand air. Hii 
complexion, more sun-burnt than usual, gave his countenance 
a still more energetic character. He appeared pensive, but 
his thoughts were no longer so uneasy as they had been ; on 
the eve, after so many dangers, of realizing his vast designsj 
Don Estevan had, for the time at least, shaken off gloomy 
thoughts, and fixed his mind on the hope of a success which 
he believed infallible. 

He had raised the canvass, which served as a door, in prder 
to glance upon the men who reposed around, and seemed to 
wish to compare his means of action ^rith the aim he wa« 
pursuing, 

" Nearly twenty years ago,'* thought he, " I commanded a 
party of sailors, nearly equal in number, and as determined 
fti these. I was then only an obscure younger son, and they 
tided me to recover my inhentance — yes, it was mine. But 
£ was then in the flower of my age, and had an aim in the 
fhtnre to pursue. I have attmned this aim — I have even sur- 
passed it ; and now that I have nothing more to desire, I find 
myself^ in my mature age, scouring the desert as 1 formerly 
scoured the sea. Why T^ 
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The conscience of Mediana cned to tan, that it was 1B 
Drder to forget one day of his life, but at that moment h« 
wished to remain deaf to its voice. The moon shone ujon 
•ho firearms piled in the centre of the camp, and cast itt 
ght upon sixty men inured to penl and fatigue, and who 
biighed at heat and thirgt. In the distance a luminout 
Tapour rested upon the mountains beyond which lay the 
Qohlen Valley-. 

" Why ?" repeated Don Estevan ; " because there remainf 
to me still an immense treasure and a vast kingdom to coih 
quer." 

The eyes of Mediana sparkled with pride; then thie 
expression passed away, and he fixed on the horizon a melan- 
choly look. 

" And yet," continued he, •* what of this treasure shall 1 
keep for myself? NoUdng. The crown will be j^laced on 
the head of another, and I shall not even have a son or any 
descendant bearing the name of Mediana, who one day might 
bow before my ])oitrait and say, * This man could be tempted 
neither by gold nor by a throne.' But they will say it of me 
now, and is not that enough ?" 

At this moment Pedro Diaz raised the door of the tent, 
bjaI said, " You sent for me, Seiior Don Estevan ?" 

" I wish to speak to you of impoitant things, which I could 
Dot do yesterday, and ought to do to-day; I have some ques- 
tions to ask ; and although this b the hour for repose, they 
must not be a^ljoumed. If I do not deceive myself, Dias, 
you are one of those men who repose only when they have 
nothing better to do. The ambitious are such,*' added Don 
Rstevan, with a smile, 

" I am not ambitious, SeSor," replied the adventurer quietly, 

•* You are so, without knowing it, Diaz and I will provt 
It to ywi, presently. But first tell ?ue what you think of thii 
&tant firing ?»» 
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*Meii meet on the sea vlioso surface is iucoiLfiarably ^or« 
eiteusive than that of this desert ; it is not astonishing that 
fchey should meet here. Travellers and Indians have eucouu. 
tered one another, and are fighting." 

**That is what I think. One more question and tten wa 
wiU return to the first subject which I have at hearU ]Iaf 
Cuchillo returned ?" 

** NO) Seiior, and I much fear that we have lost the guidc> 
who has conducted us till now." 

** And to what do you attribute thb strange absence ?*» 
asked Don Estevan, Avith an anxious look. 

^^ Probably he has gone too far upon the track of the 
Apaches, and has been surprised by them. In that 
ease liis absence may prove eternal, in spite of the fires 
which we have lighted for two days to show him out 
encampment." 

^' Is that really your idea ?" said the chief, looking fixedly 
kX Diaz. 

^It is; although, to say the truth, Cuchillo is one of 
those people whom one is rarely wrong in accusing of per- 
fidy ; but I do not see what object he could have in betray* 
ing us." 

Don Estevan pointed to the fog which hid the tops of the 
mountains in the horizon. "The neighbourhood of those 
mountains," said he, " might explain the absence of Cuchillo/» 
Then, with a changed tone, " Are our men still of the sami 
mind." 

** Yes, Seiior, and have more confidence than ever, in tr e 
thief who watches while they sleep, and fights like the hum- 
blest of them." 

**I have battled in many parts oi tne world," said Dor 
flstevan, sensible to praise, the sincerity of which he believed 
b, " and I have rarely eonmianded men more detennined 
than these* Would they were five hundred instead of sixty; 



Mi THE WOOI> aUIQKBS. 

for dien on the return of this expedition n^' projects wonlil 
be easy of accomplishmeut." 

"I am ignorant what these projects are, of which you now 
ipeak to me for the first tin»e,*» said Diaz in a reserved tone- 
**But perhaps Don Estevan thmks me ambitious, only b*' 
fftnse he does me the honour to judge me by hunsc^lf." 

*' It is possible, friend Diaz," replied Don Estevan, snulnig i 
^ the fir3t time that I saw you I thought that your mind wa« 
of the same stamp as my own. Wo are made to understand 
each other, I am sure." 

The Mexican had all the vivacious intelligence of hia 
country ; he had judged Don Estevan, but ho waited for 
hiin to take the initiative. He therefore bowed and kept si 
Icnca 

The Spaniard pushed open the curtains of the tentj 
and, pointing once more to the horizon, "Another day'f 
march," said he ; " and we shall encamp at the foot of those 
mountains." 

" Yes, we are scarcely six leagues distant." 

" And do you know what is below that mass of fog which 
crowns their top ?" 

" No," replied the Mexican. 

Don Estevan cast upon Diaz a look which seemed as V 
meant to penetrate his soul, at the moment of revealing a 
■ecret until then so carefully kept. The Spaniard wished to 
assuie himself that the confidant he was about to choose was 
worthy of his confidence. The honest look of Diaz — on 
whose countenanve could be traced none of that cupidity 
which spurred on his companions — reassured him, and h« 
went on : 

" Well, it b towards those mountains that we have \fi.en 
marching. I shall now tell you why I have directed the ex- 
pedition to this place, as the pilot conducts the ship to some 
point in the ocean known only to liimself ; this evening yew 
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Itself mil not wholly disperse, serves as a veil to trcasurta 
which have beeu amassing perhaps from the hegiiining of liio 
world. For centuries the rains have been washing them into 
the plains: the whites only suspected, and the Indians spared 
them ; to-morrow they shall be ours 1 This has been my aini« 
Well, Diaz I do you not fall on your knees to thank God foi 
being one of those called to share in these treasures ?" 

" No," replied Diaz, simply ; " cupidity would not ha\« 
made me brave the dangers that a wish for revenge has dono 
I would have sought fiom the work of my arms what others 
seek by easier, if by less sure, methods. But the Indiana 
have ravaged my jfields, pillaged my flocks, and murdered' my 
father and brothers. Of my people I alone escaped. Since 
that time I have made fierce war upon the savages, have 
slain many, have sold their sons by dozens, and it is still the 
hope of vengeance which brings me here — neither ambition 
nor cupidity. But I love my country and all that I should 
care for riches would be to enable me to make a last ejDfort 
against that distant congress which tyrannizes over but can- 
not protect us." 

" Good I fiiend Diaz !" cried the Spaniard, holding out hiA 
hand to the adventurer, and then added with vehemence : 

" Strong by the aid of this gold, I will confide my plant 
to those sixty men now buried in sleep. On our return our 
numbers will swell like th3 stream which widens as it 
flows, and we shall shake off the yoke of a capital — 
which is capable only of constantly chinging its men and ita 
principles." 

Don Estevan had already noticed, in former conversations 
with Diaz, hb great hatred of the federal system, but wisli- 
ing to be sure whether or not it was founded on personal mo* 
lives, ho continued — 

" The congress is fai from yon, and the government ">( 

IS 
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Mexico has neither troops nor money to protect provinces M 
distant as yours. Is that the only reproach yor have to mak« 
of it !» 

**The only reproach 1 No. Independence is for 'is but as 
empty name, and we have to bear only the burden of m dis 
taut government." 

Dor Estevan now unveiled to Diaz the project which L« 
bad discussed with the Senator. Then passing from princi 
pies to persons, he named the King, Don Carlos, as him whom 
they were to introduce. 

" A king I King Charles I so be it," replied Diaz, " but we 
shall have many obstacles to overcome." 

" Less than you imagine, Diaz. Gold will level all obsta- 
cles, and to-morrow we shall gather it by handfuls. We will 
pave the way to the new kingdom with gold, and pay largely 
the founders and guardians of a throne which will want only 
its king." 

Thus, as he had promised his master, the bold parti zan 
laid, even in the desert, the foundation of a future dynasty . 
What the influence of the Senator was to effect in the con 
gress, that of a man renowned by his exploits was to obtaiv 
from his equals. 

After this conversation Diaz retired to seek repose from his 
fatigues, and Don Estevan accompanied him out of the tent. 
The latter threw around him a glance of tranquil pride ; all 
obstacles were surmounted, the incessant vigilance of the 
Indians had been eluded, thanks to Diaz, and an immenso 
treasure, untouched since the commencement of the world, 
aTvaited only the hands which were about to be extended to 
•eizc it. 

** See I" said he, " from those will rise the elements of a 
new kingdom, and our names will belong to history. Now 
I have but one fear — ^that is, treachery on the part of 
Ciichillc — and you will share tiiis fear with me wben yoc 
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heAT toai it is hejrho sold me the seeret f thia goldea 
deposit.^ 

Diaz was looking earnestly at the plain. 

** There 1" cried he, *-I see a man approaching at M 
gallop : it is Gayferos or Cuchillo 1>* 

"Pray God it be the latter,'* said Don Estevan, "I pre% 
baving him near rather than far from my sight." 

" I think I recoznize his grey horse." 

In a minute, indeed, they recognized Cuchillo himseIC 

"To arms! to arms!" cried the guide, "here are ihe 
Indians," and he rushed precipitately through the openuig 
made for him by the sentinels. 

" Cuchillo I the Indians ! both names of bad auguryi" said 
^n Bstevan, as he turned towards his companion. 



CHAPTER XXXVa 

XHB ATTACK* 

At the cry of Cuchillo, which resounded tbioughont tl i 
camp, the Spaniard and Diaz exchanged looks of intelli 
gence. 

" It is strange that the Indians should have foun 1 ouj traiJ 
again ?" said Don Estevan, interrogatively. 

" Very strange," replied Diaz, and without saying anolliei 
word, both descended from the eminence, on which thej 
stood. 

T'le camp was already in motion, and confusion reigned 
everywhere ; there was a general movement among these 
intrepid men, who were accustomed to such surprises, and 
who had already more than OAad, measured their strength 
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With their implacable enemies. Bach arm&d ha^vil j, out sooi 
the tumult subsided, and all stationed tliemselvca at the postf 
assigned to them in case of attack. The first who interro- 
gated Cuchillo were the shepherd and Baraja. 

" Unless you drew the Indians on to our track, how oou'd 
UiejhaTd discovered us?" said the former, with a suspicioa? 
look. 

" Certainly it was I," replied Cuchillo, impudently. '* I 
should have liked to have seen you pursued by a hundred of 
these demons, and whether you would not, like me, have 
galloped to the camp to seek an asylum 1" 

*' In such a case,'* replied Benito, severely, " a man to save 
his companions, does not fly, but gives up his life sooner than 
betray them. I should have done so.^' 

** Every one in his own way," replied Cuchillo, " but I 
have an account to render only to the chief, and not to hid 
servants." 

** Yes," murmured the other, " a coward and a traitor can 
but oommit baseness and perfidies." 

^ Are the Indians numerous ?" asked Baraja. 

'' I had not time to count them ; all that I know is that 
they must be near." 

And crossing the camp he proceeded to where Don Estevan 
—after having attending to the most important precautions 
—stood at the door of his tent waiting for him. As Cuchillo 
•rt?nt on without replying to any of the questions with which 
io was assailed, a man advanced with a lighted torch in his 
band to set fire to the fagots piled in various places, but Do& 
Estevan cried — 

" Not yet J it is, perhaps, a false alarm, and until we liave 
Uie certainty of attack wo must not light up the camp t* 
betray ourselves." 

At the words ** false alarm," a smile played over CuohiUo^a 
features. 
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** However," added Don Estevau, " let every one saddle 
ftis horse and be prepared." Then he returned to his tenti 
making a sign to Diaz to accom])any him. 

"That means, friend Baraja," said Benito, " tiiat If i1m» 
vrdere are given to light the fires, we are finre to be attaaka^ 
•-at night too; it is terrible." 

" Who knows that better than I?" said Baraja, ** have yoa 
•ver been present at such a thing?" 

"Never ; that is why I dread it so much," 

" Well, if you had, you would dread it more." 

Cuchillo, as he drew near the tent, arranged his count©* 
ziauce and threw back his long hair — as though the wind had 
blown it about in his rapid flight— and then entered tlie tent 
like a man out of breath and i>retending to wipe the perspira- 
tion fiora his forehead. Oroche had glided in with Diaz. 

Cuchillo's story was brief: in reconnoitering the placeu 
towards which the expedition should advance, he had gone 
further than was prudent. 

Diaz interrupted him. 

**' I had taken such precautions to deceive the Indians by 
fUse tracks, said he, ^* I had so misled them, that you must 
have quitted the line of march and gone from right to left." 

" Yes," replied the outlaw, " I lost my way, deceived by 
the monotony of these endless plains where each hillock 
resembles the other." 

** What I" cried Diaz, ironically. " Had a dweller in citiei 
been so deceived it might he believed ; bat you — ^fear muil 
have thrown a mist before your eyes I" 

"Fearl" replied Cuchillo ; " I know it no more than yoa 
do.»» 

<^Then you most be growing shortsighted, Senor Cn 
•faiflo." 

** However it happened, I lost myself; and, but for the 
eolumn of smoke^ I should not have regained my way so 
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quickly. I waa, however^ forced to make a ciiv-tit on pe» 
eeiving a party of Indians, and only owe the elart I hnvt go% 
upon them to the speed of my good hoi-se,'* 

As he spoke^ Don Estevaui frowned more thac onoC: 
Oroche left the tent, but immediately reentering, said,— 

*' The Indians are there 1 Look at those black shade ws oi 
Ihe plain over which the moon throws a distant light ; thoM 
ttre men sent to reconnoitre our encampment." 

Over the sand of the desert they could indeed see men oa 
horseback advancing, and then disappearing in the shadowi 
of the sand heaps. 

Pedro Diaz consulted an Instant with Don Estevan, and 
then cried loudly, — 

"Light the fires everywhere! we must count our en^ 
mies." 

A few minutes after, a red light, almost as bright as the - 
lun, lit up the whole camp, and showed the adventurers at 
their post, rifles in hand ; while the horses stood saddled and 
bridled, only waiting for their riders in case of a sortie being 
necessary. At the same time Don Estevan's tent was strufik 
and a calm succeeded to the tumult. 

The desert was silent also ; the moon do longer shone on 
the Indians, who had all disappeared like a bad dream chased 
away by the return of morning. It was a dead silence — ths 
precursor of the storm — and there seemed in this silence 
something fearful. It did not announce one of those surpriset 
in which an enemy inferior in number disguises his weaknesn 
under the impetuosity of his attack, and ready to run if he 
is resisted : it was the respite before the combat, granted by 
philess enemies, preparing for a deadly struggle. 

"Yes, trust to me," said old Benito to Baraja, "in s 
quarter of an hour you will hear ihe howliiigs of these re<) 
devils, sound ui your ears like the trumpets of the last jadg* 
ment I" 
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"Camimbal you are the most skUleJ man about tigers 
and Indians that I ever met with, but you might be more 
flonsoling. 1 wish to God I could doubt the truth of your 
)* ords I'* 

"There are ^cme .things always easy to foresee,^ contm- 
led the old man. "One may predict to the traveller whi 
i^fi to sleep in the bed of a torrent that he will be car- 
ited away by the waters; and that 5pdian8 wlio have dis- 
ooirered their enemies will draw off a little, and count their 
men before making an attack. One may also predict that 
several of them will utter their death-cry, as many among 
us will Aave to say their last prayer ; but who those will be 
no one o.dn say. Do you know any prayers for the dying, 
SoiorBarajar 

" No," replied the latter, dolefully. 

" I am soiTy for that ; those are little services that friends 
may render each other, and if I had the grief, as is very poa- 
Bible, of seeJQg you first scalped and then murdered — *' 

Further conversation was interrupted by outcries which 
seemed drawmg near to the camp. In spite of the terrifying 
words of the oM shepherd, his sang froid in the groatf^ 
perils and his resolution full of a consoling fatalism, sustained 
«l\o more wavering courage of Baraja. 

As lie shuddered at the horiible sounds — which must be 
leard to be appreciated — he cast upoji Benito a glarce in 
rrder to catch from him a. little of his philosophy. For the 
Irst time a cloud of tsadness appeared on the cx-hcrdsman'fl 
I row, and his eyes looked as though tears stood iii them. 
tkraja was struck by the change, and laid his head upon the 
t Id man*8 arm. Benito raised his head. 

** I understand you," said he, " but man has hi& Tnonicnta 
of weakness. I am like him who is called from his hearth by 
the sound of the trumpet at a time lie least thought to quit 
it. Amidst those howls I hear from above the sound of the 
iaat trumpet calling me, and althoughr I am old, it giiove« 
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me to go. I leave neither wife nor children to i cjgret, uiH 
Ui03C wno would weep for me ; but there is an old compani^* 
of my solitary life from whom I cannot 8e}>aralo without 
grief. It is at least a consolation for the Indian warrior to 
know that his war-horse will share his tomb, and to believ f 
(Oat he shall find him again in the land of spirits. Ilow in;in| 
times have we scoured the woods and the plains together 
How often have we borne together heat, hunger, and thijst! 
This old and faithful friend is my horse, as you may Lave 
guessed. I give him to you, friend Baraja. Treat biro 
kindly — love him as I love him, and be will love you as be 
loves me. His companion was killed by a tiger, and he will 
now be left alone." 

So saying, the old man pointed to a iioble courser, champ- 
ing his bit proudly, among the other horses. He then weii 
towards him, caressed him, and, this moment of weakness 
over, his countenance recovered its habitual se?'enity. As he 
recovered his calmness, he renewed his predictions, careless 
cf the terror he excited in others. 

" Listen 1" said he to Baraja ; " to recompense you for the 
care you will take of my old friend, I shall teach you, while 
there is still time, a vers^ of the psalm for the dying, that 
may serve you as *' 

" Well I" said Baraja, as he did not go on, " what mor« 
terrifying things have you to say ?" 

Benito did not reply, but his companion felt him press hi» 
arm convulsively, and then the sight which struck Baraja 
was more terrible than any answer. The old man's cyei 
were rollhig wildly, and he was vainly trying to st^'iniji the 
blood which flowed from a wound made by an arrow that 
had just pierced his throat. 

He fell, crying: "What is ordained mu*<t happen. No,** 
added he, repulsing the assistance that Baraja was* <»n 
deavoring to render him, "my hour is coni<» — reraemb^Jf" 
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my old friend ^ aud the ilowir.g blood cut inort hii 

fj^ch. 

At that moment the best mounted among the Ii.diana 
•howed themselves ui the moonlight. Travellers wlio have 
0)1*. only with civilized Indiafis can with difficulty fi'im anj 
/{ioa of the savage tiib^s. Nothing less resembleil ihoso 
icgenerato Indians than these unconquercd sons ut the 
'Jrg».rl ; who — like the birds of prey, wheeling in the aii 
before poimcing on their victims — rode howling around the 
ramp. Their figures, hideously marked with paint, were 
visible from time to time ; their long hair streaming in the 
wind, their cloaks of skins floating in their rapid course, and 
their piercing cries of defiance and bravado, giving theni 
the appeai*ance of demons, to whom they have justlt h^an 
com}>ared« 

There were few among the Mexicans who had not some 
revenge to take on these indefatigable spoilers, but none of 
them were animated by such deadly hatred as Pedro Diaz. 
The flight of his enemies produced on bim the eflect that 
scarlet does on a bull, and he could scarcely refrain from 
indulging in one of those exploits wliich had rendered his 
name formidable to their tribes. But it was necessary to set 
tn example of discipUne, and he curbed his impatience. 
Besides, the moment of attack could not bo far off, and the 
•nperior position of the goId-9eeker9 coiaponsated for the 
iiicquality of their numbers. 

After having assigned to each his post behind the intrench- 
ments, Doi Ksteran placed on the ilsiug ground, where his 
tent t**^ stood, those of his men whcse rifles carried farthest, 
cr wiiinie sight, was the l)est, and the fires gave light enough 
foi iheir aim, \s for himself, his post was everywhere. 

The piercing eyes of the Indians, and the reports of those 
who liad preceded them had doubtless instructed them as to 
the position of the whites.. For a moment an indeciiior 
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seemeil to roign among thorn, but the truce iU<l not last Icug 
After a short interval of silence, a hundred voices at ones 
shrieked cut the war-cry; the earth trembled under ac 
ayalanche of galloping horses; and amidst a shower of balls, 
«tones, and arrows, the camp was surrounded on three sides 
Vy a disorderly multitude. But a well-sustained fire pro^ 
oeeded from the top of the hill. 

Under this murderous discharge riderless horses were seen 
galloping over the plain, and riders disengaging themselves 
from their wounded steeds. Before long, however, the com- 
bat became One of hand to hand ; the Mexicans behind tlieir 
carts, the Indians trying to scale them. 

Oroche, Baraja, and Pedro Diaz pressed one against the 
other, sometimes retiring to avoid the long lances of their 
enemies — sometimes advancing and striking in their turn- 
encouraging each otlier, and never pausing but to glance at 
their chie£ As already stated, the report had vaguely spread 
that he knew the secret of immense nchcs, and cupidity sup- 
Dlied to Oroche and Baraja the place of eiithuKiasm. 

"Carramba!" cried Baraja, "a man possessing such a 
secret should be invulnerable." 

"Immortal I" said Oroche, **or only die after " 

A blow from a hatchet on his head cut short his wordii. 
He fell to the ground, and but for the solidity of his hat, and 
the thickness of his hair, all had been over with him. Ilia 
adversary, carried away by tlie violence of his own blow, 
placed his hand for support on the shafts of the cart which 
•eparated them. Diax immediately seized the Indian's arm, 
and leaninisr on the nave of the wheel, dragged him towardi 
him wit^ such force that he fell off his horse into the camp; 
«id, almost before he touched the ground, the Mexican^! 
JWord severed his head from his body. 

Uselecs now on their elevated position — for the mSlSe was 
•o thick that their shots Tuigrht have been as fatal to ft iendi 
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m foo8 — the sharpshooiors had come down aiul mingled wills 
the other combatants. 

In the coraer of the intrenchments wliere they stood, Don 
Estevan and Cuchillo had to sustain an attack not less furious 
The first, while he defended himself, yet cast an eye over tl • 
whole of the intrenchments ; but it was with the greatest 
difllculty that amidst the tumult he could make heard hig 
orders ^n.l advice. More than once his double-barrelled rillo 
of English make — and which he loaded and discharged with 
wonderful rapidity — stayed the knife or axe which was 
menacing one of his men — a feat which was greeted each 
time with loud hurrahs. He was, in a word, what th« 
adventurers had seen him from the beginning of this danger 
ous campaign, the chief who thought of all, and the chief 
who feared nothing. 

Accompanied by his horse, which followed his movements 
with the intelligence of a spaniel, Cuchillo stood behind the 
chief— as mnch out of the way as possible — with moie pri* 
dence than bravery, lie seemed to be following with an 
anxious eye the chances of attack and defence : when all at 
once he tottered as though struck by a mortal wound, and 
fell heavily behind the carts. This incident passed almost 
unperceived amidst the confusion — every one being in so 
much danger as to be able to thitk only of himself. 

** There is a coward the less,** said Don Estevan, coldly^ 
while Cuchillo*fl horse drew near him with a terrified air. 

For some minutes Cuchillo remained motionless; then, 
little by little, he raised his head ani cast around bim a 
glance which seemed undimmed by the approach of deatL 
A few minutes after, he rose on his feet, like a man to whom 
death lends some strength at the last, and apparently mor- 
tally hurt, hb hand on his breast, as though endeavoujuig tc 
retain the spark of Ufe ready to escape, tottered backward«« 
uxd then fell again some way off. IXis horse followed hin 
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wice more ; and then, if every one had not been too much 
oeouj'ied, they might have seen the outlaw rolling over and 
over towai*dB an open place in the intreuchmcuts. He thei 
•topped again; and finally glided onder the cart nhcda out 
of the camp. 

'flu^re he rose upon his legs as firm as ever, while a smile 
oi joy played over his lips. The darkness and the tumuli 
favoured Ids manoeuvre, Ue silently mifastcncd the irou 
chains of two caits, and opened a passage. He whistled and 
his horse glided after him ; in a secoud he was in the saddl 2| 
almost without touching the stirrup ; when «ifler a moment's 
thought, he spurred on the aiumal, who set ofl* like the wiud, 
and horse aud rider soon disappeared m the darkness I 

On both sides of the uitreuchment cor])8es covered tha 
ground ; half burnt-out piles of wood cast their red light 
upon the bloody scenes of tliis struggle ; the shouts of ene- 
mies, the repeated discharge of fireaims, and the wListliog 
of bullets followed each other uninterruptedly. The hideo ia 
figures of the Indians looked more hideous still in the sUarig* 
light. 

One point in the intrenchment had given way before the 
incessant attacks ; and here, dead or wounded, its defenden 
had jrielded to enemies who seemed to swarih from the ground. 
At this point there was an instant of hornble confusion. A 
pUe^iUe of bodies interlaced, over which appeared the 
plumes of the Indian warriors. Soon, however, the line of 
Ike adventurers, broken for an uistant, reformed before a 
group of Indians who were rushing like wild beasts into the 
unddle of the camp. 

Oroche and Baraja leA the point which they were still 
defending, and found themselves face to face with their eiie> 
nues, this time with nothing to separate them. Amidst th« 
group of Indians, whose lances and hatchets fell indiscrimi- 
nalcly u] on horses, mules and ju^u, the chief ^as rocogtiiza 
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itrength. 

It was the second time that he had faced thcj whites siiiCt 
Uio commcncoment of the catupaigu, and his name ww 
known to thcnx. 

"'Here, Diaz," cried Baraja, " hero is the Spotted Cat /'^ 

At the name of Diaz, which had already reached liim, thf 
Indiin chief looked round for him who bore it, wiili eyas 
which seemed to dart flames, and raised his lance to .strike 
Diaz, when « blo»r from Oroche's knife wounded his horse. 
The Indian thrown to the ground, let fall his lance. Diai 
seized it, and while the chief raised himself on one knee and 
endeavoured to draw his sword, the lance which be had 
dropped, pierced his naked breast, and came out bf tv/een his 
shoulders. Although mortally wounded, the Indian uttered 
no cry, his eyes never lost their haughty menace, and hia 
fece expressed only rage. 

" The Spotted Cat dies not so easily," said he, and with a 
vigorous hand he seized the wood of the lance still held by 
Diaz. A fierce struggle ensued, but at every eflbrt of the 
Indian to draw Diaz towards him, and envelope him in a last 
deadly clasp, the murdering lance pierced farther and 
&rther. Soon his strength failed, and violently tom from 
his body the bloody weapon remained in the hands of Dias> 
The Indian fell back, gave one glance of defiance, and the?) 
lay motionless upon the earth. 

Their chief fallen, the others soon shared the same fa< e, 
while their companions vainly tried to force the line a st- conJ 
time. Victims of their temerity, the Indians, without ask- 
ing for a mercy which they never thowed, fell like theii 
chief facing the enemy, and surrounded by the corpses of 
iiiose who had preceded them in their journey to the land 
ef spirits. 

Of all the savages in the camp but one remained. H< 
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looked round bim ff.r a minute with eyes f.orct ns thosd tl 
the hunted tiger; then, instead of seeking lu hiile his pre* 
ence, he uttered anew his war cry, but it was coiilouaded 
with those from without — and profiting by a momei\t of 
oonfasion^ inuring which the adventurcis, atl.uked fr*:© 
«hhout| left the breach almost clear^— he cauped his hcrM 
to leap over, and found himself once more among hit 
own people. 

Pedro Diaz ^one saw him, and regretted his prey, but th« 
implacable eubmy of the Indians never indulged in stenl« 
regrets. He was mounted on the war horse presented lo 
him by Don Augustin Peiia. From his left hand hung by 
the SAVord knot a long Toledo rapier, with the Suanisk 
device: 

Do not draw me without cause, 
Or sheathe me without honour. 

The blade was red with blood. Diaz shaded his eyes with 
his right hand, and tried to pierce the distant obscuiity. 
All at once he perceived at the end of the luminous zone 
projected by the fires, the man he was seeking. lie wa< 
making furious evolutions on his horse, and uttering shouti 
of defiance. Diax remembered the speech of the haciendado 
about the horse he had given him — " The Indian whom you 
pursue must be mounted on the wings of the \^niid if you do 
Qot catch him," and he resolved to make the attempt. Tkm 
noble animal^ excited by the spur, leaped over the entrench^ 
ments overthrown by the Indians, and the two were soon 
nde by side. The Indiim brandished his hatchet, Diaz his 
fword, and for some seconds there was a trial of agility, cour 
ftg<^, and address. Each sustained his country's reputtitioa, 
but the Indian's hatchet broke to pieces the sword of th* 
Mexican. The two combatants then seized one anothei 
^ouid the body and tried to drag each other from theu 
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but like centaurs^ each seemed to fc rm a part of tL« 
amiraal he bestrode. 

At last Didz disengaged himself from his adversary's clasp, 
aiid backed liis horse, stDl facing the Indian. Tlien, when he 
was a little way oft*, he cause<l his horse to rear so furiously 
that the animal seemed for a moment to be raised ovei th« 
Indian. At the same moment Diaz lifted his right leg, and 
with a blow from the large heavy iron-boun<l stirrup, broke 
his adversary's skull, whom his horse carried away dead 
from the spot. 

This last magnificent exploit seemed to end the battle ; 
some arrows flew harmlessly around Diaz, who was wel» 
corned back with shouts of triumph by his companions. 

" Poor Benito !" cried Baraja ; " may God rest his soul, 
I regret even his terrific histories.*' 

" What is still more to be regretted,** interrupted Orocho, 
'* i^ the death of the illustrious Cuchillo, the guide of the 
expedition.** 

" Your ideas are still confused from the blow you received 
on your head,** said Diaz, as he tried the flexibility of a new 
sword. " But for the illustrious Cuchillo, as you call him, 
we should not have lost to-night at least twenty brave com- 
rades. Cuchillo unluckily died a day too late, and I cannot 
•ay ' God rest his soul.* ** 

Meanwhile the Indians were deliberating. Tlie laat ex]>Io]| 
vf Diaz, the death that so many of their party had met with 
in the camp, and those killed by the firing, had thinned their 
ranks. 

The Indian nover persists in a hopeless struggle : a singu- 
lar mixture of prudence and contempt of life characterizee 
♦his singular race, and prudence counselled them to retreat 
they did so precipitately as they had attacked 

Bat the tactics of the white men were different ; tliey were 
iDxious to profit by a victory tbo fame of winch wotdd pen* 
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Unte to the forlLest end of tho ddsert. irA I'^mler ;bi^n 
ftl'ire raoro secure. Tljorefore an order lo pur&uo tlie I'uiri 
tives given by Don Estevan was received with Ov ci:unaliona 
Twenty cavaliers instantly rushed forward, Pedro IHai 
among the foremost. Sword in one hand, and lasso and brnll^ 
In the other, he was soon out of sight. 

Those who remained behind, though nearly all more ot 
ie«8 wounded, occupied themselves first with reconstructing 
the entrenchment in case of any new attack ; then, over 
whelmed with fatigue, hunger, and thirst, aRer cleanng th^ 
camp of thedeaJ bodies which encumbered it, they lay dowB 
M the earth, itiil wet with blood, to s«ek for repose. 
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UTER TIIE FIQUT« 

In the calm which succeeded to the noise of the combat, a 
ibgle man rose slowly up, and by the light of a torch which 
he held, examined all the corpses lying at his foQi^ as if seek- 
mg to identify the livid or bloody faces of the dead. Sorae^ 
times the light fell on tho strange paint of an Indian fa^e, 
and the pale one of a white man, lying side by side in aa 
eternal sleep; occasionally a deep groan proceeded frozf 
some one who was wounded, but the aoeker did not appeal 
to find what he sought. 

All at once, amidst the silence, a weak voice attracted hii 
attention, and he tried in the half light to discover whence 
Jie sound proceeded. The feeble movement of a hand 
guided him, and he approached the dying ir.an — in whom hi 
immediately recognized Henitc. 
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*• Ah 1 it is you, my poor Benito ?" said ids '^itL a icok ni 
pTofonud pity. 

" Yea,** replied the old shepherd, " it is old Benito, dying 
m the desert where he has nearly always lived. As for me— 
1 know not who you arc ; my eyes are dim. Is Baraja liv- 

**I trust so; he is now pursuing the Indians, and wiD 
1 eturn in time, I hope, to bid you a last adieu." 

"I doubt it," replied Benito; *'I wished to teach him a 
yeree of the hynm for the dying. I can no longer rcmembef 
\t now. Do you not know something?*' 

" Not a word.*' 

"Ah! I must do without it," said Benito, whoso accus- 
tomed stoicism did not forsake him even at that moment. 
Then, in a still more feeble voice, he added, "I have be- 
queathed to Baraja an old companion — an old friend ; who 
ever you may be, recommend him to observe my last request 
to love him as I did." 

" A brother doubtless." 

** Better than that ; my horse." 

" I shall remind him — do not fear." 

"Thank you," said the old man. "As for myself, I havi 
finished my travels. The Indians did not kill me when they 
took me prisoner in my youth — now they have killed me in 
my old age without taking me prisoner. That — " he stopped, 
and then added some words in so low a tone that they did 
GOt reach the ear of the listener. He spoke no more ; tlioso 
were his last words, for death had abruptly ended his 
ipeech. 

"He was a brave man — peace be with him!" said the 
speaker, who then continued his search, uDti» at last, futi/^nod 
by its uselessness, he returned with an anxious look to liiR 
place, and after he had gone tb^ silence of death scciaix! iq 
pervade the camp. 
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Before long, however, a confused noUe of voices mi 
oorses' feet indicated the return of the adventurers who had 
fltarled in pursuit of the Indians, and by the doubtlul light »( 
the half extinct fires, they entered the camp. 

The same man who had been recently inspecting the dca I, 
went cut to meet them. While some of them were disniount 
bg to open a passage through the barricades, Pedro Dial 
fthancod towards him, a stream of blood flowing from a 
w >und in his forehead. 

" Senor Don Estevan,*' said he, " we have not been lucky 
in our pursuit. We have but wounded one or two of tho 
Indians, and have lost one of our own men. However I bring 
you a prisoner ; do you wish to interrogate him ?" 

So saying, Diaz detached his lasso from the saddle-bow, and 
pointed to a mass held in its noose. It was an Indian, who^ 
pitilessly dragged along over the sand and stones, had left 
behind at every step pieces of flesh, and now scarcely retaine<? 
any vestige of humanity. 

"He was alive when I took him, however," cried Dial; 
^•'but it is just like these dogs of Indians, he must have die^ 
in order not to tell anything." 

Without replying to this ferocious jest, Don Estevan signed 
to Diaz to accompany him to a place where they migbi 
converse without being overheard. When the new corner* 
liad lain down and silence reigned anew, Don Estevixr 
began 

" Diaz," said he, " we are close on the end of our espcdi 
Imn: to-morrow as I told you, we shall encamp at theVoiH 
of <iiose mountains ; but in order that success may croNvn our 
efforts, treason must not throw obstacles in our way. It is 
on this subject that I wish to consult you to-night. You liava 
kno\*Ti Cuchillo long, but not so long as I have; and ccr» 
iauiiy, not as thoroughly. From his earliest youth he has 
iJways betrayed those to whom he appeared most devoted 



A7TXB THE FIGHT. S8f 

I know not which of all the vices with uhicK he .8 entlowed 
tsB the ascendant ; but in a word, the sinister look of aii 
fiico is but a feeble reflection of the blackness of his soul. It 
was he who sold to me the secret of the rich an<l inystericxii 
placer to which I am leading you — and of this secret he had 
made himself the sole master by rauidering t?lic friend vvl o 
Hiad freely confided it to him, and who thouglit to iind aim t 
Aithful companion in his dangers. 

" I have ever, tlierefore, kept a watchful eye ov«r him. 
His disappearance for the last two days alarmed me, but it 
might have been the result of an accident common in these 
deserts. The attack, however, from which we have so nar- 
nowly escaped has confirmed my suspicions. He has 
advanced under our protection, until we have reached the 
place where he would be able to seize a part of these 
immense treasures. lie had need of auxilianes in order to 
nmrder our sixty men, and the Indians who have attacked ua 
were but his instruments." 

"Indeed," replied Diaz, " his report seemed to me su.^pi- 
cious. But the simplest method will be to hohl a courl-mar. 
shal, interrogate him, and if he be convicted of treason, hit 
as shoot him at once." 

" At the commencement of the attack, I assigned him a 
post near me, in order to watch him more easily. I saw him 
totter and then fall apparently mortally wounded, and 1 was 
flad to be rid of a traitor and a coward. J>ut I have just 
t'lrned over and ex^^mined all the dead, and Cuchillo is not 
Itiongst tLem. It is thorefore urgent that without loss oi' 
time we should follow him ; he cannot be far off. You are 
AcouatoKied to this soii, of expedition; we must^ without 
delay, set off in pursuit of him, and execute prompt justirs 
on a villain whose life must pay for his treachery." 

Diaz appeared to reflect for a moment, and then said, '* To 
irace him can neither be tedious nor difficult. Cuchillo must 
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haye gone towards the Golden Valley— tberefbre m thai 
direction we must seek him.** 

" Go rest for an hour, for you must be worn out," sai J th€ 
chief. " Ah I Diaz, if all these men were like you, how easy 
our path would be — ^gold in one band, and the sword In lh« 
other.** 

** I have only done my duty,** said Diaz, simply. 

** Say to our men that it is necessary for us to reconncilre 
the environs of the camp, and tell the sentinels to keep strict 
watch until our return, and then we shall proceed towards 
the valley." 

" Cuchillo must certainly be there, and we shall catch him 
either going or returning.'* 

** We shall find him in the valley," said Don Estevan. 
** When you ha? e seen it, you will find it a place that a man 
like Cuchillo could not make up his mind to leave." 

Diaz departed to execute his orders, and Don Estevan 
caused his tent to be pitched again, that even in his absence 
his starry banner might float over the camp as a sign of his 
protective authority. This done, he threw himself on his 
oonch, and slept the sleep of a soldier after a day of fighting 
and fiitigue. 

little more than an hour after, Diaz stood before hinx, 
^SeSor Don Estevan," said he, ^* all is prepared for start* 
ing." 

The chief rose and found his b3rse awaiting him, readf 
■addled. 

^^Diaz," said he, **ask the sentinels if Oayferos haa 
returned.'* 

Diaz questioned one of the men, who replied, " Tlie pooi 
follow will probably never return. The Indians must hav€ 
surprised and killed him before attacking us, and that pro 
bably was the cause of the firing that we heard in t>ie after 

IIOOIL 
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••I fe»T it it but too certain thai ho has jeen mnrdcietl/ 
replied Diaz; "but as for the tiring that we heard, I believi 
that had a different origin." 

Don Estevan now mounted his horse, and the two set oil 
b the dii-ection of the mountains. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

THS ISLBr« 

While the Indians, united in council, were deliberating o» 
the means of attacking the camp of the gold-seekers, let Qi 
see how the three men on the island were occupied. 

It was about four o'clock, and the fog was beginnmg to 
rise slowly from the water. Willows and aspens grew on 
the shores of the river Gila, within rifle-range of the little 
island, and so near the water that their roots were in the 
river. The spaces between the trees were filled up by vigo- 
rous osier and other shoots ; but just in front of the island 
was j» large open space. This had been made by the Iroopd 
of wild horses and buffaloes, that came down to drink at the 
river ; and through this opening any one on the island could 
lee clearly over the plain. 

The little island had been formed originally by trees that 
6ad taken root in the bed of the river ; other trees, some 
green and others \dthout branches or foliage, had rested 
ftgaiasl these, and their roots had become interlaced. Since 
Ihen, many summers and winters must have passed ; and 
gnp^es and sedges, detached from the banks by the water, 
had filled up the interstices. Then the dust, brought there 
Hy the wind, had covered the»e with i crust of earth, and 
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formrd a kind of solid ground for the floating island. PlatU 
had grown along the banks ; the trunks of the willows had 
sent forth vigorous shoots, and, nhh the reeds, had sur. 
rounded the island with a fiingc of verdure. 1'lie island? 
was only a few feet in diameter; but a man lying, or eiey 
kneeling upon it, was completely hidden by the wiUoF- 
iJioots. 

The ton was going down, and a little shade was thrown by 
the leaves and trees ; in this shade was stretched the form 
of Fabian asleep. Bois4lose seemed to be watchuig over 
bis sleep, hastily taken after the fatigues of a long march, 
while Pep6 refreshed himself by plunging in the water, 
Wlale Fabian slumbei-s, we shall raise the veil by which the 
young Count hid from the eyes of his two fiiends his most 
secret and dearest thoughts. 

After his fall into the torrent, Pep6 had forgotten thai 
the enemy on whom he had sworn vengeance was escaping; 
and both he and Bois-Rose had thought only of rendering 
prompt assistance to Fabian. On returning to consciousness, 
Fabian's first thought was to resume his interrupted pursuit. 
The acquisition of the Golden Valley, and even the remem- 
brance of Dona Rosarita, were forgotten by the ardent wish 
of revenging his mother. 

Pep6, on his side, was not the man to draw back from hit 
vow ; and as for Bois-Rose, his whole affections were ceii- 
tred in his two companions, and he would have followed 
Ihem to the end of the world. Their first failivre, far froBfi 
discouraging them, did but excite their ardour; m hatred 
as in love, obstacles are always a powerful stimulant to vigot' 
0U3 minds. The pursuit had gradually presented a doublo 
''object to Fabian ; it brought him near to the Golden Valley 
m the desert ; and ho nourished a vague hope that the placi 
pointed out to hiiu was not the same as that which the ezpe 
dition led by Antonio de Mediana proposed to conquer. 



Fabian said to hiinflclf, tJiat the daugliler of Don Augnstui 
itoubtlesa only yielded c beideiice to the ambitious views ol 
^er fMieVy and that it might yet be easy for him, noble and 
rich, to win the day against such a rival as Tragaduros, 

Still, discouragement often seized upon Fabian ; he loved 
the daughter of the hacieudado with his whole soul ; and ibt 
thought of owing her love only to the treasures that lk% 
might possess, distressed him. Moreover, he felt that Ui« 
ardent and jealous affection of the Canadian, had founded on 
him the solo aim of his life, and that, like the eagle who car- 
ries away his young one and places it in an eyrie, inaccessible 
to the hand of man, Bois-liose, who liad forever quitted civil- 
ized life, wished to make of him his inseparable companion 
in the desert ; and that, to disappoint the old man would b« 
to throw a shadow over Ids whole future life. As yet, no 
confidence as to their future had been exchanged between 
them ; but in face of a love that he believed hopeless, and 
of the ardent, though secret wishes of the man wlio now 
acted as a father to him, and who would half break his heart 
at a separation, Fabian had generously and silently sacrificed 
bU tastes and ho}>es that would not die. lie who had but to 
bold out his hand to seize the things that the v/hole world 
desires — riches, titles, and honours — was like one whose life 
tortured by an unhappy love, disc laiming the future, seeks 
within the cloister forgetfulness of the past. For Fabian de 
Mediana, the desert was the cloister ; and his mother oiK.i 
revenged, it only remained to him to bury himself in It (m 
0ven Sad and inefficacious, as a remedy, would be solitudfl^ 
with its myrtterious voice, and the ardent contemplations 
that it awakens, for a passion so profoundly awakened in thn 
J 3ung heart of Fabian. 

One single hope remained to hhn — that amidst the ever- 
renewed dangers of an adventurous life, the day was not fai 
diftaot when his life would be cut «hort in some contest will 
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the Indians, or in one of those desperate attempt! thai k« 

R.5«iitatcd against the murderer of hb mother. He had car«»' 
fully hidden from the Canadian the love that he buried in the 
deptlis of his licait ; and it was in the silenoe of the night 
ibat be dared to look into his own bosom. Then, like the light 
wliich shines in the honzon aboTe great cities, and which the 
Iraieller contemplates with joy, a radiant and cherished 
mage rose before his eyes in the desert, standing on that 
broach hi the wall of the hacienda, where hb last souvenira 
carried him. But during the day, the heroic young mac 
tried to hide under an apparent calm, the melancholy that 
devoured him. lie smiled, ^ith sad resignation, at those 
plans for the future which the Canadian sometimes enlarged 
on before him — he so happy in having found him, and whc 
trembled to lose agam hb beloved Fabian, whose hand he 
hoped would one day close hb eyes. The blind tendemesa 
of Bois-Kose did not divine the abyss under the calm surfaca 
jf th|! lake, but Pep6 was rather more dear-sighted. 

** Well," said Pep6, after a long silence, " the inhabitants 
of Madiid would pay dearly for such a stream of water in 
the M mzanares ; but we have not the less lost a day which 
might have brought us nearer to the Golden Valley, and from 
which we cannot now be far dbtant.*' 

" 1 allow that," repUed Bois-Rose, " but the child," for so 
Le called the vigorous young man before them, " b not so 
I customed as we are to long marches, and though sixty 
iuagU'^s ui twelve days is not very much for us, it begins to 
\ell on lim. But before he has been a year with us, he will 
00 able to \^ alk as far as ourselves." 

Pcp^ could not help smiling at thb answer, but the Can^ 
ivin did not perceive it. 

"See," said the Spaniard, pointing to Fabian, " how tha 
poor lad has changed In a few days. For my part, at ^ua 
age, I should have preferred the glance of a damsel and tfat 
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Puerta del Sol at Madrid to all the magnificence of tne deserl 
Fatigue alone has not produced this cliange is. nim. Them 
is eonie secret which he does not tell us, but I will penetrate 
it one of these days," added Pepe, menially. 

At these words the Canadian turned his head quickly 
towards his beloved child, but a emile of joy from Fabiat 
ehased away the sudden cloud from the brow of lii3 adoptive 
fiotther. Fabian indeed smiled ; he was dreaming that lie wat 
on his knees before Rosarita, listening to the sweet voice ot 
the young girl, who was recoimting her anguish duiing hii 
long absence, and that Rois-Rose stood behind them lean- 
ing on his rifle and blessing them both. Ah ! it was only a 
dream« 

The two huntens looked for a moment silently at th€ 
sleeper. 

"There lies the last descendant of the Medianas," said PepA, 
with a sigh. 

** What care I for the Medianas and their powerfiil race f *• 
replied the Canadian. " I know but Fabian. When I &ived 
him, and attached myself to him as though he had been my 
own, did I ask about his ancestors V^ 

"You will wake him if you talk so loud^»» said Pepe 
■ your voice roars like a cataract." 

" Why are you always recalling to me things that I do not 
wish to know, or rather wish to forget. I know that some 
yeara in the desert will accustom him " 

•* You deceive yourself strangely, Bois-Rose, if you ima- 
gine that with the prospects that await him in Spain, and the 
rights tliat he caif claim, this young man ynH consent to pass 
bis whole life in the desert. It is good for us, but not for 
him." 

"What I b not the desert preferable to cities t*' cried 
the old smlor, who vainly tried to conceal from himself that 
Pep£ WIS right. " I nndertaka to make him prefer a wander 
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ing life to a fcetllctl one. Is it not for movement, for figntisg, 
and for the poworfu. emotions of the desert that man is bom ?• 

"Certainly," said Pep6, gravely, "and that is just why tb* 
towTis are deserted and the deserts peopled I" 

"Do not jest, Pep6; I am speaking of serioci thlngi^ 
While I leave Fabian free to follow his own inclinataoD*, I 
•hall make him love this captivating life. Is not this short 
sloep, snatched hastily between two dangers, preferable to 
what one tastes after a day of idle security m tlie towns. 
You yourself, Pep6 — would you wish to return to your own 
country, since you have known the chanus of a M'audeiing 
life?" 

"There is between the heir of the Medianas," replied 
Pep6, " and the old coastguard man a great difference. To 
hira will come a fine property, a great name, and a beautiful 
Gothic castle with towers like the cathedral at Durgos; 
while I should be sent to fish for mackerel at C'Cuta — 
which is the most execrable life I know of and which 1 should 
have but one chance of escaping trora — that of waking 
gome fine morning, at Tunis or Tetuan, as a slave to our 
neighbours the Moors. I have here, it is true, the daily 
chance of being scalped or burnt alive by the IndianH. Still 
the town is worse for me — ^but for Don Fabian *' 

" Fabian has always lived in solitude, and vnW^ I trust, pr^ 
fer the calm of the desert to the tumult of (itics. How 
solemn and silent is all around us I See here!" and he pcintod 
to Fabian, " how the child sleeps, softly lulled by the murmur 
of the waters, and by the breeze in the willows. Look 
th(Te, in the horizon at those fogs just coloured by the sim, 
and that boundless space where man wanders in his primitive 
liberty, like the birds in the air 1" 

Tlie Spaniard shook his head doubtfully, although le par. 
took the ideas of the Canadian, md like him felt the charm 
of this wandering life. 
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•Look," ojnlinued the old hunter, * at that troop .f niild 
boTBefl coming down to drink before |;omg for the night to 
their distant pasturage. Sec how tlicy approach hi all th« 
proud beauty that God gives to free animals — ardent eyes, 
open nostrils, and floating manes ! Ah I I should almost 
Kke to awake Fabian in order that he might see and admir<» 
them." 

**Let him sleep, Bois-Rosc; perhaps his dreams show him 
more graceful forms than those horses of the desert — formi 
such as abound in our Spanish towns, in balconies or behind 
barred w^indows." 

Bois-Rose sighed, as he added — 

" Yet this b fine sight — how these noble beasts bound witb 
joy at their liberty I" 

" Yes, until they are chased by the Indians, and tLen they 
bound with terror I" 

"There ! now they arc gone like the cloud dliven by the 
wind I" continued the Canadian. *' Xow the scene changes. 
Look at that stag, who shows from time to time his shin- 
.ng eyes and black nose through the trees; he snuffs 
the wind, he listens. Ah 1 now he also approaches to drink. 
He has heard a noise, he raises his head ; do not the drops 
that fall from his mouth look like liquid gold ? I will wake 
the lad !»' 

** Let Lim sleep, I tell yon ; perhaps his dream now shows 
him black eyes and rosy lips, or some nymph sloeping on the 
banks of a clear stream." 

The old Canadian sighed again. 

** la not the stag the emblem of independence ?" said he. 

•* Yes, until the time when the wolves assemble to pursuti 
%cd tear him to pieces. Perhaps he would have more chance 
of life in our royal parks. Everything to its time, Bois-Rose; 
dd age loves silence, youth noise." 

Boi^-Rosc still fought agamst the trjth. It was the drop 
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noss ; it Is not pcninlled lliat there should be perfect 
feli'.'it)^ for it would then he too painful to die; rjcither if 
twiinixeii misery Jiilowed to mortals, or it would be painful to 
live. The Canadian hung Ids head and looked sad as h«§ 
glanced at tho sleeping youth, while Pep6 put on his buffaio 
•kin buskins. 

" Well ! what did I tell you ?" said he, presently ; " do yon 
not hear fiom afar those bowlings — ^I mean those barkipgfi| 
for the wolves have voices like dogs when tliey hunt the 
ftags. Poor stag ! he is, as you said, the emblem of life i« 
tho desert.*' 

•* Shall I wake Fabian now?'* said Bois-Rose. 

" Yes, certainly; for after a love dream a stag hunt is the 
thing most worthy of a nobleman like him, and he will rarely 
pee such a one as this." 

" lie will see nothing hke it in the towns," cried the Cana- 
dian, enchanted; ^^such scenes must make him love the 
desert." 

And ho shook the young man gentiy. 

With head thrown back, to inhale more frcoly the air 
necessary to his lungs, the stag flew like an arrow along the 
plain. Behind him a hungry pack of wolves, a few white, 
but the greater number black, pursued him at full speed. 
The stag hnd an immense start, but on the sand heaps, almost 
lost in the horizon, the piercing eye of the hunter might diiv 
tinguish other wolves watching. The noble animal either did 
not see, or else disdained them, for he flew straight towaida 
them. As he neared them he halted a moment. Indeed, ho 
found hhnsolf shut in by a circle of rnomics, who constantly 
advanced upon him as he stopped to take breath. All at 
once he turned round, faced the other wolves, and tried one 
last eflTort to escape. But he could not now clear the solid 
massO/S that bad formod around him, and he fell in the mids^ 
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of them. Some roHed tinder his feet, arn.1 tw: or tlireo were 
tossed in the air. Then, with a wolf hanguig to his flanks, 
bleeding and \\ith tongue protruding, the poor animaJ 
advanced to the edge of the water, in front of *he three spov • 
tators of the strange chase. 

" It is magnificent !" cried Fabian, clapping his hands, ard 
carried away by the hunter's enthusiasm, which for the time 
eilences humanity in the hearts of men. 

" Is it not fine ?" cried Bois-Rose, doubly pleased, happy 
ftt Fabian's pleasure, and at his own. " And we shall witness 
many such fine sights, my Fabian I here you see only the 
worst side of these American solitudes, but when you go with 
Pop6 and me to the great rivers, and the great lakes of ' 
the north — ** 

"The animal has got rid of his enemy," interrupted 
Fabian, ** he is about to spring into the river !" 

The water bubbled after the leap of the stag, then a dozen 
times more as the wolves followed ; then amidst the foam 
were visible the head of the stag, and those of the wolves 
who were pursuing him, howling with hunger, while tho more 
timid ones ran along the banks uttering then* lamentable 
howls. 'Jlie stag had neared the island, when the wolves on 
the bank suddenly ceased their cries and ded precipitately 
awny. 

" What is that ?" cried Pep6; "what causec tliis sudden 
panic ?" but no sooner had he spoken than he cried agftio 
" Hide yourselves, in God's name! the Indians are in chase 
i1ho.»» 

Other and more formidable hunters now appeared in iheir 
turn upon the arena. A dozen of the wild horses, ^diich 
they had seen before, were now seen galloping wildly ovor 
the plain, while some Indians, mounted barebacked on their 
horses (having taken their saddles off for greater speed), 
with their knees almost up to their chins, were pursuing lh« 
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(crriiieil animals. At first there were but three jiiUjuu 
visible ; but one by one about twenty appeared, some armed 
with lances, mul others brandisliing Uioir lassoes of plaited 
iuatlicir — nil uttering those cries by which they express their 
joy or anger. 

I*epi glanced at tlie Canadian as though to ask whether ho 
had calculated these terrible chances when ho wished to 
make Fabian share their adventurous career. For the first 
time, at such a crisis, the intrepid hunter looked deadly pale. 
An eloquent but sad glance was his reply to the Spanisu-d** 
mute hiterrogation. 

•* A too great affection in the heart of the bravest man,** 
thought Pei)6, "mjikes him tremble for him whoni he lovet 
more than life ; and adventurers like us should have no tiet. 
There is Bois-Rose trembling Hke a woman !" 

However, they felt almost certain that even tlio practicn? 
eyes of the Indians could not discover them in their retreat • 
and the three men, afler their fii-st alarm had pas»ed over, 
watched coolly the manoeuvres of the Indians. These coo* 
tinueil to pursue the flying hoi*ses ; the numberless obstacl.'fl 
so thickly strewn over the i»lain — the ravines, the hilloiVti, 
ti»id the si arp-pointed cacti — could not stop them. Without 
ilackening the impetuosity of their pace or turning aside 
from any obstacle, these horsemen cleared them with won- 
derful address. Bold rider as he was himself, Fabian looked 
nath enthusiasm on the astonishing agility of these wild 
hsLaters, but the precautions which they were forced to take, 
in order to conceal themselves, made the three friends lose a 
fart of this imposing spectacle. 

The vast savannahs, late so deserted, were suddenly 
changed into a scene of tumult and confusion. The stag, 
returning to the bank, oontinued to fly, with the wolves still 
after him. The wild horses galloped before the Indians — 
whoae bowlings eqaalled that of the wolves — and described 
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great droles to avoid tho lance or the lasso, \i hi e nanioroui 
^Loes repeated these varioirs sounds. 

The sight of Fabian, who followed with an ardent eye aD 
these tumultuous evolutions, not appearing to disquiet him- 
self about a danger which ho now braved for the first tunei 
deprived Bois-Rose of that contidonce ui himself which htA 
brought him safe and sound out of perils ai)parently greatei 
than this. 

" Ah I'* muttered he, " these are scenes which the iiihal>i< 
tants of cities can never see, it is only m the desert one can 
meet ^-ith them." 

But his voice trembled in spite of himself; and he stop])ed, 
for he felt that he woiUd have given a year of his life that 
Fabian had not been present. At this moment a new subject 
of apprehension added to his anguish. 

The scene became more solemn; for a new actor, who«<? 
r5le was to bo short though terrible, now appeared upon it. 
It was a man, whom by his dress the three recognized with 
tenor as a white man like themselves. The unlucky man 
suddenly discovered in one of the evolutions ^t the chase, 
L;id become in his turn tho exclasive object; of pursuit. 
Wild horses, wolves, the stag, had all disappeared in tho 
distant fog. There remained only the twenty Indians scat 
tered over a circle, of which the white man occupied tlic 
cent I e. For an instant the friends could see him cast an>uiid 
lim a glance of despair and anguish. But, excepting on th; 
river-side, the Indians were everywhere. It was, therefor'^, 
in this direction that he must fly ; and he turned his h«t ^8 
towards the opening opposite to the inland. But his single 
moment of indecision had sulliced for the Indians tr get ne:ii 
bim. 

" The unhappy man is lost, and no nelp for it,** said Boia 
Bote ; ^' he is too late novi tvi cross *\c river.'* 
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^Bat,*' said Fabian, ^* if wc can save a Christian, shall ir4 
let him be murdered before our eyes ?" 

Pep6 looked at Bois-llose, 

"I answer for yonr life before God,'* said the Canadiao, 
•olemniy, " if we are discovered we are but thre^ against 
twenty. The life of three men — yours especially, Fabian — ^is 
more precious than that of one ; we must let this unhappy 
iPiai meet his fate." 

** But intrenched as we are ?" persisted Fabian. 

*^ Intrenched ! Do you call this frail rampart of osiers and 
reeds an inlreuchnieut ? Do you think these leaves are ball 
proof? And these Indians are but twenty now ; but let one 
of our shots be fired at them, and you will soon see one 
hundred instead of twenty. May God pardon me if I am 
unfeeling, but it is necessary." 

Fabian said no more ; this last reason seemed conclusive, 
for, like his companions, he was ignorant that the rest of the 
Indiana were at the camp of Don Estevan. 

Meanwhile the white fied like a man the speed of who«e 
horse is his last resource. Already they could see the terror 
depicted on his face, but just as he was about twenty feel 
from the river, the lasso of an Indian caught him, and th€ 
nnlacky wretch, throivn violently from his saddle, fell upon 
Ik'^ tao4« 
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CHAPTER Xiu 

AM INDIAN DIPLOMAT. 

AnvB the cries of tiiamph which announced the saptnrf 
•f the nnlackj wliite man, there was a moment of profound 
tilenoe. The men on the island exchanged looks of conster* 
nation and pity. " Thank God ! tliey have not killed him !" 
said Fabian. 

The prisoner indeed aix)se, althoagh 'bruised with his fall, 
and, one of the Indians diiengaged him from the lasso. Bois- 
Roso and Pep6 shook their heads. 

" So much the worse for !iim, for his sufferings would now 
bo over," said Pep^ ; the silence of the Indians shows that 
each is cocsidering what punishment to inflict. The capture 
of one white is more precious in their eyes than that of a 
whole troop of horses.*' 

The Indians, still on horseback, surrounded the piisoner, 
who, casting around him a despairing glance, saw on every 
tide only bronzed and hardened faces. Then the InJiani 
began to deliberate. 

Meanwhile, one who appeal ed to be the chief^ and who 
was distinguished by his black plumes, jumped off his hcrs^i 
and throwing the bridle to one of the men, advanced towardf 
the island. Having reached the bank, he seemed to seek for 
footsteps on the sand. Bois-Rose's heart beat violently, for 
this movement appeared to show some suspicion as to theii 
presence. 

^ Can this wretch,'* whispered he to Pep6, " smell fleeb 
Bke the ogres in the fairy tales?'' 

Ik* 
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** Qijiftfi $abt — ^ho knows ?*' replied t;ie Spaniard, in fiit 
pLraaws which is the common answer of his native coontrj. 

But the sand trampled over by the wild horses who had 
60me to (Irink^ showed no traces of a hnmau foot, and tha 
Indian walked up the stream, still apparently seeking, 

"The demon has some suspicion,'* said Bois-Rose; "and 
he will discover the traces that wo left half-a-mile off when 
W© entered the bed of the river to get at this island. I told 
yon^*' added he, bitterly, " that we should have entered two 
miles higher up; but neither you nor Fabian wished it, i^i 
like a fool, I yielded to you." 

The deliberation as to the fate of tne prisoner was now 
doubtless over ; for cries of joy welcomed some proposition 
made by one of the Indians. But it was necessary to awaix 
the return and approbation of tim chief, who was the man 
already known to us as the "Blackbird.'* He had continued 
his researches, and having reached the place where they had 
left the sand to enter the river, no longer doubted that the 
report brought to them had been correct ; and having his 
o^fra private objects, he determiwed to follow it. Onco 
assured of the presence of the three whites, he returned to 
his men, listened gravely to the result of their deliberations, 
answered in a few words, and then advanced slowly towardi 
the river — after having given an order to five of his men who 
set off at full gallop to execute it. 

llie aquatic plants were open in the sunshine ; the breeze 
agitate€^ the leaves of the osiers on the banks of the island, 
wliich was to all appearance as uninhabited as when the 
rtieam flowed only for the birds of heaven, and the buffaloei 
and wild horses of the plains. But an Indian could not ^>6 
deceived by this apparent calm. The " Blackbird " madt a 
ipeaking-trumpet of his hand, and cried in a language half 
Indian, half-Spanish — 

" The white warriors of the north may show themselvet ; 



the * Blackbird ' is their friend. So, too, are the T.iniorf b« 
oommaiids." 

At these words, borne to them distinctly by the wind, \ht 
Canadian pressed the arm of Pep6; both understood 'iui 
ipized dialect of the Indian. 

** Wliat shall we reply ?" said he, 

" Notln'ng," answered Pep6. 

The breeze which murmured through the reeds wad Ih4 
only answer tlie Indian could hear. 

He went on — 

** The eagle may hide his track in the air ^rom the eye of 
in Apache ; the salmon in the stream leaves no trace behind 
kim ; but a white man who crosses the desort is neither a 
lahnon nor an eagle." 

** Nor a gosling,*' murmured Pep6 ; " and a gosling only 
betrays himself by trying to sing.*' 

The Indian listened again, but hearing nr, sound, con- 
tinued, without showing any signs of being discouraged, 
** The white warriors of the north are but three against 
twenty, and the red warriors engage their word to be friendi 
and allies to them." 

^ Wagh 1" said Boia-Rose, ** for what perfidy has he need 
ofus?*» 

** Let him go on, and we shall hear ; he has not yet fin- 
ished, Of I am much mistaken I" 

"When the white warriors know the intentions of th« 
Blackbird, they will leave their hiding-place," continued ho, 
'* but they shall hear them. The white men of the north ar* 
the enemies of those of the south — their language, their reli- 
gion is different. The Apaches hold in their t>ils a whole 
camp of southern warriors." 

" So much the wor^e for the gold seekers," said Boi» 
BoM. 

• If the warriors of the north will join the InHiaus with 
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Uieir long rifltB, they shall share the horses and the tiefMnrtl 
of the men of the south; the Indians and the \vhiteb w:U 
dauce together round the corpses of their enemies, and tha 
ashes of their camp." 

Bois-Rose and Pep6 looked at each other in astonishmciil 
and explained to Fabian the proposal made to them, but thi 
fire of their eyes and their disdainful looks, showed that th« 
noble trio had but one opinion on the subject — that of perish- 
ing rather than aiding the Indians to triumph even over 
their mortal enemies. 

*' Do you hear the miscreant,*' cried Bois-Rose, using in 
indignation an image fit for the Indians, " he takes jaguars 
far jackals. Ah 1 if Fabian were not here, a bullet woidd be 
my answer." 

Meanwhile, the Indian feeling certain of the presence of 
the hunters in the island, began to lose patience — for the 
orders of ilm chie& had been peremptory to attack the whites 
—-but he, having his own opinions, wished to prove them 
right. He knew that the American or Canadian rifle never 
misses its aim, and three such allies seemed to him not to be 
despised. He therefore continued to speak : 

** The buffalo of the prairies is not more easy to follow than 
the white man ; the track of the buffalo tells the Indian hia 
age, his size, and the time of his passing. There are behind 
the reeds of the floating island a man as strong as a bison, 
atid taller than the tallest rifle, a warrior of mingled north 
ana Aouth blood, and a young wamor of the pure south, but 
the alliance of these two with the first, indicates ihat they 
are eremies of the southern whites — for the weakest evey 
seek the friendship of the strongest and espouse their cause.'^ 

"The sagacity of these dogs is admirable," said Bois- 
Rose. 

** Because they flatter you," said PepS, who seemed «om« 
what annoyed at what the Indian had said. 
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**I wait for t'ae answer of the wliites," .outinitJ tha 
Blackbird* '•*! hear only the sound of the liver, and tha 
wind which says to me, *the whites imagine a thousand 
errors; they believe that the Indian has eyes behind nif 
back, that the track of the bison is invisible, and tl at reedi 
are ball proof/ The Blackbird laughs ut the wcids oi' l\w 
wind." 

" Ah !" said Bois-Rose, ** if we had entered but two mile* 
higher up the river I" 

** A friend disdained becomes a terrible enemy," contiuued 
Ui% chief. 

" We say something similar among us," muttered Pep6. 

The Blackbird now signed to the captive to approach. The 
latter advanced, and the chief pointed out to him the little 
island, and said, ^* Can the riiic of the pale face send a bail 
into the space between those bushes ?" 

Bat the prisoner had understood only the little Spanish 
mixed with the Indian dialect, and he remained mute and 
trembling. Then the Blackbird spoke to one of his warriors, 
who placed in the hands of the prisoner the rifle that he had 
taken from him, and by gestures made him understand 
what was wanted of him. The unlucky man tried to take 
aim, bat terror caused him to shake in such a fashion that his 
rifle was unsteady in his hands. 

^ If the Indian has no better way than that to make m 
q;>eak,'' said Pep6, " I will not aay a word until to-morrow !^ 

The white man fired indeed, but the ball, directed by his 
irembling hands, fell into the water some distance from the 
ialaiid. The Blackbird glanced contemptuously at him, and 
hen looked aroand him. 

** Yes,** said Pep6; ** seek for balls and powtier among the 
cinoea and lassoes of your warriors." 

Bat as he finished this consoling reflection, the five men 
who had gone away, returned armed for combat, with rifles 
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and qnirers fhll of arrows. They had been to fetch lh« arms 
which they had Isqd down, in order to follow the wUd horr^m 
more freely. Five others now went off. 

^* This looks bad,'' said Bois-Rose. 

^* Shall we attack them while they are but fifteen,*' aai^ 
Pep6. 

**No, let US remain silent; he still doubts whether we are 
here.'' 

"As you like." 

The Indian chief now took a rifle and advanced again ic 
the bank. 

"The hands of the* Blackbird do not tremble like a leaf 
shaken by the wind," said he, pointing his rifle steadily 
towards the island. " But before firing, he \vill wait while 
he counts one hundred, for the answer of the whites wh% 
are hidden in the island." 

" Get bchiai me, Fabian," said Bois-Rose. 

"No, I stf.y here," said Fabian, decidedly, •* I am 
younger, and it is my place to expose myself for you." 

" Child I do you not see that my body exceeds yoni-s six 
inches on every side, and your remaining in front is but pre- 
senting a double mark." 

And Avithout shaking a single one of the reeds around the 
island, he advanced and knelt before Fabian. 

" Let him do it, Fabian," said Pepe. " Never had man a 
more noble buckler, than the heart of the giant which beats 
in fear for you," 

The Indian chief, rifle in hand, listened as ^e counted, but 
excepting the murmur of the water, a profound silcni.e 
reigned everywhere. 

He fired at length, and the lenvesof the trees flew into the 
air ; but as the three Imnters knelt in a row they did not 
present a large aim, and the ball passed at some little dista&cf 
from them. 
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The Blackbird wuted a minute and cried again : ' Th« 
Indian was wrong, he acknowledges his error, he will seek 
tor the white warriors elsewhere." 

*• Who believes that?" said Pepc ; " he is more sure than 
ever* lie is about to leave us alone for a few minutes, until 
he has finished with that poor devil yonder, which will not 
be long — since the death of a white is a spectacle which an 
Indian is always in a hurry to enjoy .'• 

** But had we better not make some effort in &vour of the 
unlucky man ?" ssdd Fabian. 

** Some unexpected circumstances may come to our assist- 
ance," replied Bois-Rose. " Whatever Pep6 says, the Indians 
may still doubt, but if we show ourselves, all is over. To 
accept an alliance with these Indians, even against Don 
Edtevan de Arechiza, would be an unworthy cowardice. 
What can we do ?" added he, sadly. 

One fear tormented him ; he had seen Fabian in danger 
when his blood was boiling with passion, but had he the calm 
ecu rage which meets death coolly. Ilad he the stoical 
resignation of which he himself had given so many proofe ? 
Tlie Canadian took a sudden resolution. 

^* Listen, Fabian," said he ; ^* can I speak to you the lan- 
guage of a man ? Will the words which your ears will tran»- 
mit to your heart not freeze it with terror ?" 

** Why doubt my courage?" replied Fabian in a tone of 
gentle reproach. " Whatever you say, I will hear without 
growing pale ; whatever you do, I will do also, without trem* 
bUuT." 

" Don Fabian speaks truly, Pep6 ; look at his eye," saiil ihe 
Canadian, pressing Fabian in his arms ; then he oonthmed 
soienmly : " Never were three men in greater peiil than we 
aro now ; our enemies are seven times our number ; when 
each of us has killed six of them, there would still remain s 
number equal to our own." 
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•• We have done it before,*' said Pepfi. 

•* And we shall do it agMn,'* cried Fabian. 

"Good, my child,'* said Bois-Rose, "but whatever hapi 
pens, these demons most not take us alive. See, Fabian !^ 
added the old man, in a voice that he tried to keep firm 
while unsheathing a long knife, " if we were left without pow 
der or ammunition at the mercy of these dogs, about to fail 
into Iheir hands, and this poignard in my hand was our onlj 
chance, what would you say ?" 

**I would say, stiike, father, and let us die together!*' 

" Yes, yes,** cried the Canadian, looking with indescribable 
tenderness at him who called him father, " it will be one means 
of never being separated.** And he held out to Fabian his 
hand trembling ^nth emotion, which the latter kissed res])ect- 
ftilly- 

" Now,*' said Bois-Roso, " whatever happens we shall not 
be separated. God will do the rest, and we shall try to sav^i 
this unlucky man.** 

•* To work then !** said Fabian. 

" Not yet, my child ; let us see what these red demons anr 
about to do.** 

Meanwhile the Indian had ranged themselves in two linevi 
and the white man was placed a little in advance of them. 

" I see what they are going to do,** said Bois-Rose, ." they 
are going to try if the poor wretch*s legs are better than hie 
arms. They are about to chase him.** 

" HoAv so ?" said Fabian. 

** They will place their captive a little in advance, then at 
a given signal he will run. Then all the Indians will run 
Bkler him, lance and hatchet in hand. If the white Is quick 
enough to reach the river before them, we will call to him to 
swim to us. Some shots will protect him, and he may reach 
here safe and sound. But if terror paralyses his limbs, as il 
iid his hinds just now, the foremost Indian will break hit 
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(lead with a blow from a hatchet. In any ^ase we shdi^l t^c 
our beBt.*^ 

At thin moment the five other Indians returned iirmea 
from head to foot, and now jomed the rest. Fabian Jo«. ked 
with profound compassion at the unluoky \\ hite n.//A, who 
with haggard eye, and features distorted by terror, waited in 
j'Drrible anguish mitil the signal was given. But the 
Blackbird [)ointcd to the bare feet of his warrioi'S^ and then 
to the leather buskins which protected the feet of the white 
man. They then saw the latter sit down and takv^ them off 
■lowly, as if to gain a few seconds. 

" The demons I" cried Fabian. 

**llush!»* said Bois-Rose, "do not by discoverirg yourseli 
destroy the last chance of life for the poor wretch 1»* 

Fabian shut his eyes so as not to ^ntness the hoi vible sccmt 
about to take i>lace. At length the white man ro»e to hi* 
feet, and the Induins stood devounng him with their looks, 
until the Blackbird clapped his hands together, and then thi* 
bowlings which followed could only be compared to those of 
a troop of jaguars in pursuit of a deer. The unlucky captive 
tan with great swiftness, but his pursuers bounded after him 
like tigers. Thanks to the start which he had had, he cleared 
aafely a part of the distance wliich separated him from the 
river, but the stones which cut his feet and the sharp thorns ol 
the nopals soon caused hua to slacken his puce, and one of 
the Indians rushed up and made a furious thrust at him with 
his lance. It passed between his arm ajd his body, and th« 
Indian losbg his equilibrium, fell on the sand. 

GayferoB, for it was he, appeared to hesitate a moment 
whethei he should pick up the lance which the Indian 
had let fall, but then rapidly continued his course. Thai 
uistant's hentation was fatal to him. All at once, amidst the 
cloud of dust raised by his feet, a hatdhet shone over tlie hoad 
of tha nnfitftunate Moxican, who was seoc falling to the oartt 



Boil-Rose was about to fire, but the i'car of killing bia 
whom he wished to defend, stopped his hand. For a singlf 
moment the wind cleared away the dust, and he tired, but it 
was too late, the Indian who fell un<lcr his ball was 
brandishing in his hand the scalp of the unhappy man. 
To this unexpected shot, the savages replied with howU^ 
•nd then rushed away from what they believed to b« 
DTily a corpse. Soon, however, they saw the man rsc, 
with his head laid bare, who after straggling a few paces, 
cell again, while the blood flowed in torrcnte from hii 
wounds. 

^* Ah I'' cried Bois-Rose, ^*if there remains in him a spark 
of life— and people do not die only from scalping — we sLall 
iftva him yet; I swear we shall!" 



CHAPTER XLI. 

As the Can&dian ntto.**<^d the generous oath, wrung 
from him by indignation, it seemed to him that a snp^ 
plicating vMce reached him. "Is not the poor wretch 
mlling for idd ?" And he raised his head from behinci 
t^ shelter. 

At sight of the foz-skm cap which covered the head of 
the giant, and of the k^g and heavy rifle which he raised hke 
ft willow wand, the Indians recognised one of their formid 
able northern enemies, and recoiled in astonishment — for the 
Blackbird alone had been instructed as to whom they wers 
leeking. Bcis-Rose, looking towards the shore new per 
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•eired the unlucky Qayferos stretching o:it hia artns lu-^ard* 
hiin, and feebly calliiig for help. The dying Indian stJU helc*: 
the scalp in his clenched hand. 

At this terrible spectacle the Canadian Irew himself uj* to 
his full height. ^* Fire on these dogs I" cried he^ ** ftod 
remember — never let them take you alive." 

So saying, he resolutely entered the water, and any oth^ 
man woukl have had it up to his head, but the Canadian had 
all his shoulde]*s above the surface. 

" Do not fire till afWr me," said Pep6 to Fabian ; " my hand 
is surer than j-oui-s, and my Kentucky rifle cai-ries twice ai 
fer as your Liege gun." And he held his lifle ready to 
fire at the sb'ghtest sign of hostility from the Indians. 

Meanwhile, Bois-Rose still advanced, the water gi-owing 
gradually shallower, when an Indian raised his rifle ready to 
fire on the intrepid hunter ; but a bullet from Pep6 stopped 
him, and he fell forward on his face. 

" Now you, Don Fabian I" said Pep£, throwing himself on 
the ground to reload, after the American custom in such 
cases. 

Fabian fired, l>ut his rifle having a shorter range, the shot 
only drew from the Indian at whom he aimed a cry of raga 
But Pep6 had reloaded, ai d stood ready to fire again. 

Tliere was a moment's hesitation among the Indians, by 
which Bois Rose profited tc draw towards him the body of 
the unlucky Ga^'feros. He, clinging to his shoulders, hadtht 
presence of mind to leave his preserver's arms free ; ^ho, 
with his burden, again entered the water, going backwards. 
Then his rifle was heard, and an Indian's death-ciy immedi- 
ately followed. Tliis valiant retreat, protected by Pep< 
wid Fabian, awed the Indians, and some minx.tes after 
Bois-Rose triumphantly placed the famting Gayferos on tht 
Maud. 

"There Are three of them settled for," said he," and now 
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•re ihftU Lmve a few minutes tmce. Well, F.ihnn, (Jo ya< 
ioo tho advantage of firing in file ? You did not do badly 
for a boginnor, and I .:;an assure you that when you ^ave a 
Kent>i.<:ky rifie like ns, you will be a good mat ksman.'' Thes 
to GnyferoBi ** We came too late to save the sldn of yoiu 
licud, my poor fellow, but console youi^elf, it is no »nch 
dread fill thing. I have many friends in the same condition, 
^ho are none the worse for it. Your life is saved — that if 
the great thing — and we shall endeavor to bind up yooi 
wounds.** 

Some strips torn from the shirt of Oayferos served to bind 
around his head a large mass of willow leaves crushed 
together and steeped in water, and concealed the hideous 
wound. The blood was then washed from his face* 

*' Fou see,** said Bois-Rosc, still clinging to the idea of 
keeping Fabian near him, ** you must learn to know the 
liabits of the desert, and of the Indians. The villains, who 
ftee by the loss of three of their men, what stuff we are made 
of^ have retired to concoct some stratagem. You hear how 
silent all is after so much noise ?" 

The desert, indeed, had recovered its silence, the leaves 
only trembled in the evening breeze, and the water began to 
display brilliant colours in the setting sun. 

**WeU, Pep6, they are but seventeen now I** continued 
Bois-Rose, in a tone of triumph. 

**Oh I we may succeed, if they do not get reinforeementa.'^ 

^^lliat is a chance and a terrible one ; but our lives are h\ 
God*s hands,'* replied Bois-Rose. " Tell me friend !** said he 
to Qayferos, you probably belong to the camp of Don Est^' 
ran ?'* 

<< Do you know h:m then ?** said the wounded man, in 
feeble voice. 

*^Ye«; and by what ohaace are yea so far from tiii 
fiautpT*' 



The wounded man recounted how, Ly Don Eelcian*! 
orders, he had set off to seek for their lost guide, and that 
his evil star had brought him in contact with the Indians as 
they were huntinfj the wild horses. 

" What is the name of your guide ?'* 

" Cachillo » 

Fabian and Bois-Rose glanced at each other. 

"Yes," said the latter, *' there is some probability thai 
your suspicions about that white demon were contuti, and 
that he is conductuig the expedition to the Golden Valley ; 
but, my child, if we escape these Indians, we are close to it; 
and once we are mstalled there, were they a hundred, we 
should succeed in defending ourselves." 

This was whispered m Fabian's ear. 

*' One word more," said Bois-Rose to the wounded man, 
*• and then we shall leave you to repose. How many men 
has Don Estevan with him ?" 

" Sixty." 

Bois-Rose now agidn bathed the heaa of the wounded 
Gayferos with cold water : and the unhappy man, refreshed 
for the moment, and weakened by loss of blood, fell into a 
lethargic sleep. 

** Now," continued Bois-Rose, " let us endeavor to build 
dp a rampart which shall be a little more ball and arrow- 
proof than this frmge of moving leaves and reeds. Did you 
oount how many rifles the Indians had ?" 

** Seven," I believe, said Pep6. 

"Then ten of them are less to be feared. They cannot 
attack us either on the right or the left — but perhaps they 
have made a detour to cross the river, and are about to place 
OS between two fires." 

Tlie side of the islet opposite the shore on wliich tht 
Indians bad shown themselves, was sufficiently defended by 
•ncrmouf roots, bristling like cnevaux-de-frise ; but the sidf 
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where the attack was probably about to recommence cai 
defended only by a thick row of reeds and osier-al;oots. 

Thanks to his great strength, Bois-Rosc, aiilcd hy l*e|>6, 
en^ceeded in dragging from the end of the islet which facnf 
the course of the stream, some large dry brandies ani faliet 
trunks of trees. A few minutes sufficed for tlie two skill fill 
hunters to protect the feeble side with a rougl. but solid 
entrenchment, which would form a very good defence to the 
little garrison of the island. 

** Do you see, Fabian," said Bois-Rose, " You'll be aa safe 
behind these trunks of trees as in a stone fortress. You'U 
be exposed only to the balls that may be fired from the tof e 
of the trees, but I shall take care that none of these rod-skina 
climb so high." 

And quite happy at having raised a barrier between 
Fabian and death, he assigned him his post in the place most 
sheltered from the enemy. 

" Did you remark," said he to Pepe, " how at every effort 
that we made to break a branch or disengage a block of 
wood, the island trembled to its foundation ?" 

" Yes," said Pepe, " one might think that it was about tc 
be torn from its base and follow the course of the stream." 

The Canadian then cautioned his two companions to be 
careful of their ammunition, gave Fabian some instructicmi 
as to taking aim, pressed him to his heart, squeezed the hand 
of his old comrade, and then the three stationed thcmsclvei 
at their several posts. The surface of the river, the top* of 
the aspens growing on the bank, the banks themselves and 
the reeds, were all objects o1 examination for the hunters, as 
the night was fast coming on. 

" This is the hour when the demons of darkness lay their 
snares," said Bois-Rose, " when these human jaguars seek 
for their prey. It was of them Aat the Scripturei 
spoke^*' 
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No one rojJied to this speech, which was uttered raii;<^i ai 
a •oiiloquy. -" 

Meanwhile, tlie darkness was creeping on little by little^ 
tTid the burthes which grew on the bank began to assume 
the fantastic form? given to objects by the uncertain twi^ 
light. 

The green of the trees began to look black ; but liabit had 
given to Bois-Rosc and to Pep6 eyes as piercir g as those of 
the Indians themselves, and nothing, with the vigilance they 
were exerting, could have deceived them. 

" Pepc," whispered Bois-Rosc, pointing to a tuft of osicc?*, 
"does it not seem to you that that bush has changed its 
form and grown larger ?" 

" Yes ; it has changed its form !'* 

** See, Fabian ! you have the piercing sight that I had al 

your age ; does it not appear to you that at the left-hand 

side of that tuft of osiers the leaves no longer look natural ?" 

The young man pushed the reeds on one side, and gazed 

for a while attentively, 

" I could swear it,*' said he, " but .*' lie stopped, and 

looked in another direction. 
" Well ! do you see anything ?'* 

" I see, between that willow and the asperi, about ten feet 
froii the tuft of osiers, a bush which certainly was not there 
just now." 

"Ah I see what it is to live far from towns;— the least 
] oints of the landscape fix themselves in the memoiy, and 
become precious fndications. You are born to liv* Uie life 
of a hunter, Fabian I" 

Pep6 levelled his rifle at the bush indicated by Fabian. 

** l*ep6 understands it at once," said Bois-Rose ; " he 

knows, like me, that the Indians have employed their time in 

cutting down branches to form a temporary shelter ; but 1 

tLink two of us at least may teach them a few stratageoii 
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that tl.er do not yet know. Leave th;it bush to Fabian H 
will be an easy mark for him ; fire iil the biaiiches wi«c»« 
^euves are beginning to wither — tliore is an Luliau behind 
Ihem. File in tlie centre, Fabian I" 

The two rifies were heard simultaneously, and tlie tjil« 
bush feH, displaying a red body behind the leaves, while ;hc 
branches which had been added were convulsively agitate I 
All three then threw tliemselves on the ground, and a di* 
charge of balls immediately flew over their heads, covering 
them with leaves and broken branches, while the war-cry of 
the Indians sounded in their ears. 

" If I do not deceive myself, they are now but fifteen," 
•aid IJois-Ilose, as ho quitted his horizontal posture, and 
knelt on the ground. 

*' Uc still !" adJeil he. " I see the leaves of an aspen trem- 
ble more than the iinnd alone could cause them to uo. It is 
doubtless one of those fellows who has climbed up into the 
tree." 

As he spoke, a bullet struck one of the trunks of which tlie 
Wet was composed, and proved that he had guessed rightly, 

" Wagh !" said the Canadian, " I must resort to a trick 
that will force him to show himself." 

So saying, he took ofl his cap and coat, and placed them 
between the branchep, where they could be seen *' Now," 
said he, " if I were fighting a white soldier, I would place 
myself by the side of my coat, for he would fire at the coat j 
with an Indian I shall stand behind it, for he wiil not bo 
deceived in the same manner, and will aini to one side of it 
Lie down, Fabian and Pep^, and in a minute yoti shall hrar 
A bullet whistle either to the right or the left of the mark 
have set up." 

As Bois-Rose said this, he knelt down behind hit coat, 
ready to fire at the aspen. 

He was not wrong in his conjectures; in a moment, tbt 
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' ballf bt the Indians cut the leaves on each sih ^ of ihe ooa\ 
but without touching either of the three companions, who 
oad placed themselves in a line. 

**Ah/* cried the Canadian, "there are whites who C'da 
fight the Indians with their own weapons ; we shall presently 
nave an enemy the less.'' 

And saying this, he fired into the aspett, out of which th« 
body of an Indian was seen to fall, rolling from branch to 
branch like a fruit knocked from its stem. 

At this feat of the Canadian, the savage howlingi 
*^80unded with so much fury, that it required nerves of iron 
not to shudder at them. Gktyferos himself, whom the firing 
had not roused, shook off his lethargy and murnmred, in a 
trembling voice, " Virgen de los Dolores ! Would not one 
say it was a band of tigers howling in the darkness ? — Holy 
Virgin I have pity on mel" 

*' Thank her rather," interrupted the Canadian, **tlie 
knaves might deceive a novice like you, but not an old )»"n- 
ter like me. You have heard the jackals of an evening m 
ihe forest, howl and answer each other as though there wer« 
hundreds of them, when there were but three or four The 
Indians imitate the jackals, and I will answer for it there are 
not more than a dozen now behind those trees. Ah I if I 
could hvLi get them to cross the water, not one of them should 
return to carry the news of their disaster." 

Tlien, as if a sudden thought had flashed across his mind, 
he directed his companions to lie down on their backs — in 
which position they were protected by the trunks of the trees. 
" We are in safety as long as we lie thus," said he, "only 
keep your eye on the tops of the trees ; it is from these only 
they can reach us. Fire only if you see them climb up, but 
otherwise remain motionless. The knaves will not willingly 
depart without our scalps, and must make up their minds a| 
Uit to attack ua.» 
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This resolution of the hunter seemed to have been Ins^recl • 
by heaven, for scarcely had they laid down before a showcf 
of balls and arrows tore to pieces the border of retds^ and 
broke the branches behind which they had been kneeling » 
nunute before. Bois-Rose pulled do\vn his coat and hat, b£ 
though he himself had fallen, and then the most profound 
filence reigned in the island, after this apparently murderoui 
fire. Cries of triumph followed this silence, and then a 
second discharge of bullets and arrows. 

•* Is not that an Indian mounting the willow ?^' whispered 
Pep6. 

" Yes, but let us risk his fire without stirring ; lie all of us 
as if we were dead. Then he will go and toil his compa* 
nions that he has counted the corpses of the pale faces." 

In spite of the danger incurred by this stratagem, the pro- 
position of Bois-Rose was accepted, and each remamed 
motionless, watching, not without anxiety, the manceuvres 
of the Indian. With extreme precaution the red warrior 
climbed from branch to branch, until he had reached a point 
from which he could overlook the whole islet. 

There remamed just sufficient daylight to obser"e hia 
movements when the foliage itself did not liide them. When 
he had reached the desired height, the Indian, resting on fk 
thick branch, advanced his head with precaution. Tlie sight 
of the bodies extended on the ground appeared not to sur- 
prise him, and he now openly pointed his rifle towards them. 
TLis he did several times, apparently taking aim, but not 
one of the hunters stirred. Then the Indian uttered a cry oi 
triumph. "The shark takes the bait," muttered Bois-Rose. 

" I shah recognise this son of a dcg,'' rejoined Pep6, " and 
if I do not repay him for the anxiety he has caused me, it is 
because the bullet he is about to send will prevent me." 

*' It is the Blackbird," said Bois-Rose, " he is both bravq 
and dexterous — lie closel*' 
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Che Indian once more took aim, and then 6; 3d a bmnch 
knoc&ed from a tree just above Pep6, fell upon him and hurt 
hifl forehead. He stirred no more than the dead woo i against 
which he leaned, but said, '^ Rascal of a redskin, Til pay jov 
for this before long," 

Some drops of blood fell upon the face of the Canadian. 

•* III any one wounded ?" said he, with a shudder. 

•* A scratch, nothing more," said Pep6, " God bo praised I*' 

Just then the Indian uttered a cry of joy, as ho descended 
from the tree on which he had mounted, and the three friends 
again breathed freely. 

And yet some doubt seemed to remain in the minds of the 
Indians, for a long and solemn silence followed the manceuvre 
of their chief. 

The sun had now set, the short twdlight had passed away, 
night had come on, and the moon shone on the river, yet 
Btill the Indians did not stir. 

" Our scalps tempt them, but they still hesitate to corn* 
and take them," said Pep6, who was becoming very tired of 
doing nothing. 

"Patience!" whispered Bois-Rose, " the Indians arc like 
the vultures, who^dare not attack a body until it l)egin9 to 
decay. We may look out for them by-and-bye. Let lui 
roaunie our position behind the reeds.** 

ITie hunters again quickly knelt down and continued to 
latch their enemies. 

Before long an Indian showed himself very crntiously, 
iQOther then joined him, and both approached with increaa 
mg confidence, followed by othoi^s, until Bois-Rose counted 
ten in the moonlight. 

**They will cross the river in file, 1 expect," said he. 
^ **'abiau, you fire at the first, Pep4 will aim at the centre, 
and I at the last but one. In that way they cannot all attack 
together. It will be a hand to hand struggle, but you^ Fabiai^ 
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while Pepo and I wait for them kuifo in hand, «ha\l load oifi 
rifles and pafw them to ua. Hy the memory of yonr mother, 
I forbid you to fight with tuese wretches." 

As the Canadian attered these words, a tall Indian entered 
the river, followed by nm^ others. All advanco'l with th« 
otmoflt oaation ; they might have been taken foi the ahadei 
ol warriors returned from the land of spirits. 
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Dkath seemed to the eyes of the Indians to reign ovei 
tiie island — for the hnnters held even their breath — and yet 
they advanced with the utmost care. 

Th© foremost man, who was the " Blackbird '* himself had 
reached a place where the water began to be deep, as the 
the last man was just leaving the bank. But just as Fabian 
w&s about to take aim against the chief, to the great regret 
of l*epe, the ** Blackbird,** either fearful of danger, or 
becJiuHe a ray of moonlight gleaming on the rifles told hiai 
his enemy still lived, dived suddenly under the water. 
* ^^ Fire !" cried Bois-Rose, and immediately the last Indian 
ef the file fell to rise no more, and two others appeared 
■trugglii.g in the water, and were quickly borne off by the 
ftream. Pepe and Bois-Rose then threw their rifles behind 
lliem as agreed upon, for Fabian to reload, while they them- 
Helves stood upor tnc bank, knives in hand. 

** The Apaches are siill seven," shouted Bois-Rose, in a 
TOky jf thunder, anxious to finish the stru<^glc, and ft'cling 
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ill ids hatred of the Iiitlians awakened within hira, '* wiB 
they dare to come and take the scalps of the whites ?" 

I5iit the diHappearance of their chief and the death ^f theif 
comrades had disconcerted the Indians ; they did not fly^ 
but they remained undecided and motionless, as black rooks 
bathed by the shining water j of the river. 

"Can the red warriors only scalp dead bodies?" added 
Pop6 with a contemptuous laugh. " Are the Apache like 
vrdtures who only attack the dead ? Advance then, dogs, 
toltures, women without courage I" shouted ho, at the sight 
of their enemies, who were now rapidly regaining the bank. 
Suddenly, Tiowever, he noticed a body floating on its back, 
whose bright eyes showed that it was not a corpse, as the 
extended arms and motionless body seemed to indicate. 

** Don Fabian, my rifle I there is the ' Blackbird ' pretend- 
ing to be dead and floating down the stream." 

Pep4 took the rifle from Fabian, and aimed at the floating 
body, but not a muscle stirred. The hunter lowered his rifle 
•* I was wrong," said he, aloud, " the white men do not, like 
the Indians, waste their powder on dead bodies." 

The body still floated, with outspread legs and extended 
arms. Pep6 again raised his iifle and again lowered it. 
Then, when he thought that he had paid off anguish for 
anguish to the Indian chief, he fired, and the body floated no 
longer. 

" Have you killed him ?" asked Bois-Rc3e. 

" No, I only wisned to break his shoulder bone, .aat oe 
may always have cause to remember the shudder he gave, 
and the treason he proposed to me. If he were dead, be 
tiould still float." 

" You might have done better to have killed him. Bat 
what is to be done now? I hoped to finislf with these 
demons, and now our work is still to ]>e done. We ;anDo1 
•ross the river to attack theia.'* 
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** It 18 tlio best thing we can do." 

"With Fabian, I cannot docitlo to do it, or 1 should bi 
fti>w on the bank opposite, wlierc you know as well as I do 
they still are breathing their uilernal vengeance." 

The Spaniard shrugged his shoulders ^ith stoical resigna 
tion. 

•* Doubtless," said he, " but we must decide cither to fl> 
or to stay," 

" Carramba I" continued he, ** if we two wore alone wo 
would gain the opposite bank in a minute ; the seven who 
are left would catch us no doubt, but we should come out ol 
it, as we have out of more difhcult situations." 

" It would be better than to stay here like foxes in their 
hole." 

" I agree : but Fabian I and the unlucky scalped man, 
whom we cannot abandon thus to the mercy of the wretches 
who have already treated him so cruelly. Let us wait at 
least, until the moon has set, and darkness comes on." 

And the old man hung his head with an air of discourage 
mcnt — which made a painful impression on the Spaniard — 
raising it only to glance anxiously at the sky ; where the 
moon held on her ordinary course over the starry blue, 

" So be it," said Pep6 ; " but, stay I we killed first five 
Indians, then three, that makes eight; there should have 
been twelve left ; why did we only count ten in the water ? 
Depend upon it, the Blackbird has sent the two others to 
•c<?k for reinforcements." 

'* It is possible : to remain here or to fly are both terrible." 

¥ or some time the hunters thus continued to deliberate ; 
meanwhile, the moonbeams began to fall more obliquely, and 
tlready a ]>art of the tops of the trees were in sHadow. More 
Jian an houV had elapsed since the attempt of the Indians, and 
?ep6, less absorbed than Bois-Rose, was watching anxiously, 

** That cursed moon wiJl never go down," «aid he, " and it 
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^Mms to me that 1 hear sometliing like tlic noi^o of fe^ in 
the water : tie bufTaloes do not come down to drink at thij 
time >f night " 

So saying, he rose and leaning right and left, looked up 
and down the stream, but on each side extended an impeu^ 
trable veil of fog. The coolness of the American uig^U 
whicli succeeds the burning heat of the day, condenscu thiu 
iu thiiik clouds the exhalations of the ground, and ijf ikt 
waters heated by the sun. 

** I can see nothing but fog," said he. 
. Little by little the vague sounds died away, and the air 
recovered its habitual calm and silence. The moon was fa^ 
going down, and all nature seemed sleeping, when the orcu- 
pants of the island started up in terror. 

From both sides of the river rose shouts so piercing tliat 
the banks echoed them long after the mouths that uttered 
them were closed. Henceforth flight was impossible ; the 
Indians had encompassed the island. 

" The moon may go down now," cried Pepe with rage, 
" Ah I with reason I feared the two absent men, and the 
noises that I lieard ; it was the Indians who were gainuig the 
opposite bank. Who knows how many enemies wo have 
around us now ?" 

"What matter," replied Bois-Rose gloomily, "whether 
there are one Inmdred vultures to tear our bodies, or a hniv 
dred Indians to howl round us when we .ire dead ?" 

" It IS true that the number matters little in such circum 
nances, but it will be a day of triumph for them.'* 

"Are you going to shig your death song like them, who, 
when tied to the stake, recall the number of scalps they have 
taken ?" • 

"And why not? it is a very good custom, it helps one to 
die like a hero, and to remember that you have lived like % 
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*' Lot U8 ratncr try to dio like Christians, replied Bob 
Rose, 

Then drawing Fabian towards h!?ii, ho saiiirr 

" I scarcely know, my beloved child, what I had drdamed 
4" for you ; I am half savage and half civilized, and mj 
iroaa^s partook of both. Sometimes I wished to restore yoi 
lo the honours of this world — to your honours, your titled- 
Hid to add to them all the treasures of the Golden Yailoy. 
Then I dreamed only of the splendour of the desert, and ita 
majestic harmonies, which lull a man to his rest, and entrance 
him at his w\aking. But I can truly say that the dominant 
idea in my mind was that of never quitting you. Must thai 
be accomplished in death? So young, so brave, so hand« 
Bome, must you meet the same fate as a man who would 
Boon be useless in the world ?" 

"Who would love me when you were gone?'* replied 
Fabian, in a voice which their terrible situation deprived 
neither of its sweetness nor firmness. "Before I met yon, 
the grave had closed upon all 1 loved, and the sole living 
beuig who could replace them was — you. What have I to 
regret m this world ?»' 

** The future, my child ; the future into which youth lonipi 
lo plunge, like the thu'sty stag into the lake." 

Distant firing now interrupted the melancholy refiectioni 
of the oH hunter; the Indians were attacking the camp of 
Don Estevan, The reader knows the result. 

Suddenly they heard a voice from the bank, saying, *^ Let 
th5 A^hite men open their ears !" 

" It is the * Blackbird » again," cried Pep6. It was indeed 
He, supported by two Indians, 

** Why should they open their ears?" answered Pepe. 
**Tht: whites laugn at the mnuaces of the Blackbird,' a&J 
deffpi^ his ]»romises." 

^ Good tv* said the Indian ; " ti.<^ hitcs are piave, and 
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-hey will need all their bravery. TLe whit© mea of the 
•outh are being attacked now; why are the men cf the north 
not against them V" 

" Because you are a bird of doleful plumage ! : ecausc Uoni 
do not hunt with jackals, for jackals can only howl while the 
lion devours. Apply the compliment; it is a fine flower of 
Indian rhetoric," cried Pep^, exasperated. 

** Good I the whites are like the conquered Indian, insult* 
ing his conqueror. Bdt the eagle laughs at the words of the 
mockingbird, and it is not to him that the eagle deigns to 
address himself." 

" To whom then ?" cried Pepo. 

** To the giant, his brother, tne eagle of the snowy raoim- 
tains, who disdains to imitate the language of otlier birds." 

" What do you want of him ?" said Bois-Rose. 

** The Indian would hear the noilhern warrior ask for lifo." 
replied the Blackbird. 

^' I have a dilTerent demand to make," said the Canadian. 

•• 1 ttsten," replied the Indian. 

" If you ynH swear on the honour of a warrior, and on 
your father*s bones, that you will ^are my companions' lives, 
I shall cross the river alone without arms, and bring you my 
•calp on my head. That will tempt him," added Bois-Rose 

** Are you mad, Bois-Rose ?" cried Pepe. 

Fabian flew towards the Canadian : "At the first step you 
make towards the Indian, I shall kill you," (3ried he. 

The old hunter felt his heart melt at the souod of the two 
voices that he loved so micii. A sb'jrt silence followed, 
then came the answer from the bank. 

** The Blackbird wbhes the white man to ask for life, and 
ho askt* for death. My ^vish is this, let the white man of the 
north quit his companions, and I swear on my father^ bones, 
that his life el^l bo saved, but his alone ; the other thre« 
noft die." 
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Bois-Rosc ^lisdaincd to reply to this offer, and -ho Indiia 
cLk'f waited v.iinly for a retus:il or an aecoptarce. TLen he 
continued: "Until the hour of their death, tl»e whited heai 
the voice of the Indian chief for the list time. My warricrt 
surround the island and the river. Indian blood has beeL 
spilled and must be revenged ; white blood must flow. But 
the Indian docs not wish for tliis blood warmed by the 
ardour of the combat, he wishes fpr it frozen by terroi, 
impoverished by hunger. lie will take the whites living ; 
then, when he holds them in his clutches, m hen they are like 
hungry dogs howling after a bone, he will see what men are 
like after fear and privation ; he will make of their skin a 
saddle for his war horse, and each of their scalps shall bo 
suspended to his saddle, as a trophy of vengeance. My 
warrioi*s shah surround the island for fifteen days and nlgnts 
il' necessary, in order to make capture of the white men." 

After these terrible menaces the Indian disappeared behind 
the trees. But Pep6 not willing that he should believe he 
had intimidated them, cried as coldly as anger would permit, 
"D^g, who can do nothing but bark, the whites despise your 
yam bravados. Jackal, unclean polecat, I despise you — I — 
1" — but rage prevented him from saying more, and he 
finished off by a gesture of conteupt ; then with a loud laugh 
ne sat down, satisfied at having had the last word. As for 
Bois-Rose he saw in it all only the refusal of his heroio sa^drt' 
fice. 

"Ah!" sighed the generous old man, "I could hare 
arranged it all ; now it is too late.*' 

The moon had gone doAvn ; the sound of distant firing ha 1 
ceased, and the darkness made the three friends feel stil 
more forcibly how easy it would have been to gain the ^^ppo- 
iite bank, carrying in their arms the wounded man. lie. 
iciienfii])le to all that was passing, still slept heavily. 

"Thus,'* said Pope, first breaking silence, " we have filteer 
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Hk •fl hve; It is true we ^.ive not ii.aeh provisioii| but 
oariEAabal we shall fish for food and fcr amiiscineut." 

" Ijel ua think," said Bois-Koso, " of employinoj osefully thf 
hoxJLTS before da}iight.'* 

*• In what?'' 

** Par bleu 1 iu escaping I'» 

«« But how ?'» 

•* That b the question. You can swim, Fabian T* 

**Ilow eLso should I have escaped Aoiu the Salto df 
Agua?" 

•*TrueI I believe that fear confuses my brain. Well! it 
would not be impossible, perhaps, to dig a hole in the middle 
of this island, and to slip through this opening hito the water, 
f ho night is so dark, that if the Indians do jiot see us throw 
ourselves into tlie water, we might gain a place some way oflf 
with safety. Stay, 1 shall tr^' an exporinieut." So saying, 
he detached, with some trouble, one of the trunks from the 
liittle island; and its knotty end looked not unlike a human 
head. This ho placed carefully on the water, and soon it 
floated gently do\*Ti the stream. The three friends followed 
its course anxiously ; then, when it had disappeared, Bois 
liose said : 

•* You see, a prudent swimmer might pass in the same 
manner ; not an Indian has noticed it." 

"That is true; but who knows that their eyes cannot dis- 
lingtiish a man from a piece of wood ?" said Pepe. " Besides 
we have with us a man who cannot swim." 

♦* Whom ?" 

The Spaniard pointed to the woimded man ; who gronn. I 
It his sleep, as though his guardian angel warned him tha» 
there was a question of abandoning him to his enemies. 

" What matter ?" said Bois-Rose ; " is his life worth thii 
of tlie last of the Mndianas ?" 

*• No." replied the Spaniard ; " and I, who lialf wanted j 
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•Lort time ago to abandon the poor wretch, thiuk now . would 

bo cowardly." 

" Perhaps,** added Fabian, " he has children, who would 
i^evp for their father.*' 

^* It would be a bad action, and would bring us ill lact' 
i^lded Pep6. 

All the superstitious tenderness of the Canadian awoke tt 
these words, and he said — 

"Well, then, Fabian, you are a good swimmer, follow this 
plan: Pepi^ and I will stay here and guard this man, and if 
we die here, it will be in the discharge of our duty, and with 
the joy of knowing you to be safe." 

But Fabian shook his head. 

" I care not for life without you ; I shall stay,*' said he 

" What can be done then ?*' 

'* Let us think," said Pcpo. 

But it was unluckily one of those cases in which all human 
resources are vain, for it was one of those desperate situation:! 
from which a higher pewer alone could extricate tl^era. In 
vain tne fog thickened and the night grew darker ; the reso- 
lution not to abandon the wounded man opposed nn insur- 
mountable obstacle to their escape, and before long the firofl 
lighted by the Indians along each bank, threw a red lighJ 
over the stream, and rendered this plan impracticafclc 
Except for these fires, the most complete calm reigned, for 
110 enemy was visible, no human voice troubled the silence 
of the night. However, the fog grew more and more denpe^ 
the stream disappeared from view, and even the fires looked 
only like pale and indistinct lights under the shadowy oat 
Jne of tlie t^eea. 
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CHAPTER XLm. 

A FKAT OF HXBCUIBAN STRfiNGTH. 

Lr n0 DOW glance at the spot occupied by the Blackbird 
The fires lighted on the bank.^ threw at first so strong a light 
Ihat nothing could escape the eyes of the Indians, and a sen- 
tinel placed near each fire was charged to observe carefully 
ill that passed on the island. Seated and leaiiing against the 
trunk of a tree, his broken shoulder bound up with strips of 
leather, the Blackbird only showed on his face an expression 
of satisfied ferocity; as for the sufiering he was undergoing, 
he would have thought it unworthy of him to betray the 
least hidication of it. His ardent eye was fixed continually 
on the spot where were the three men, whom he pictured to 
himself as full of anguish. 

But as the fog grew thicker, first the opposite bank and 
then (he island itself, became totally invisible. The Indian 
chief felt that it was necessary to redouble his surveillanco. 
lie ordered one man to cross the river, and another to walk 
along the bank^ and exhorted every one to watchfulness. 

"Ga," said he, "and tell those of my warriors who are 
jrdered to watch these Christians — whose skins and scalps 
•hab serve as ornaments to our horses — that they must ench 
ikave four ears, to replace the eyes that the fog has rendered 
iseless. Tell them that their vigilance will -nerit their chictN 
gratitude; but that if they allow sleep to df'adcn iheir 
senses, the hatchet of the Blackbiit: will send thuja to sleep 
(d tho land of spirits.'' 
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Tlio two moRsongcrs set off, and soon roiaicid to tell tbi 
zh'wi tliat he niiglit rest satisfied that attention would b« 
p'lid 10 Ills orders. Indeed, stimulated at once by their own 
hatred of the whiles, and by tlie hope of a recomp»'nse — 
fuarini^ if sleep surprised them, not so much the thr^"«*encd 
punishment as the idea of awaking in the hunting-grocndd 
oi tha land of spirits, bearing on their foreheads tho maik 
of sh-me which accoinpaoies the sentinel w lo gives ^ay to 
sleep —the sentinels had redoubled their vigilance. Ther« 
are few sounds that can escape the marvellous cars of an 
Ind?An, but on this occasion the fog made it difficult to hear 
as well as to see, and the strictest attention was necessary. 
With closed eyes and open ears, and standing up to chase 
away the heaviness that the silence of nature caused them to 
feel, the Indian warriors stood motionless near their fnvs, 
tlirowing on from time to time some fagots to keep them 
ablaze. 

Some time passed thus, during which the only sound heai i 
was that of a distant fall in the river. 

The Blackbird remained on the left bank, and the night 
air, as it inllnmed his wounds only, excited his hatred the 
more. His face covered \nth hideous paint, and contracted 
by the i>ain— of which he disdained to make complaint — and 
his 'orilliant eye», made liim resemble one of the sanguinary 
id* >1h of barbarous times. Little by little, however, in spite 
of himself, his eyes were weighed down by sleep, and an 
invincible drowsiness took possession of his spirit. Before 
long bis sleep became so profound, that he did not hear the 
dry branches crackle under a moccasin, as an Indian of liJa 
tribe advanced towards him. 

Straight and motionless as a bamboo stem, an Indian run 
ncr covered with blood and panting for breath, waited for 
tome time until the chief, before whom he stood, should 3pen 
his eyes and bterrogate him. As the laiter showed no signi 
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(k «waking> the runner resolviJ to announce hi-j prc§cuc5e| 
and in a hollow, guttural voice, said — 

"When the Blackbird sliall open his eyes, he will heai 
from my mouth words which will chase sleep far from Mm,'* 

The chief opened his eyes at the voice, and shook off hii 
drowsiness with a violent effort. Ashamed at having be€B 
surprised asleep, he muttered 2 

"The Blackbird has lost much blood; he has lost 80 
much that the next sun will not dry it on the ground, and 
his body is more feeble than his will.** 

"Man is made thus," rejoined the messenger, sentcii' 
tieusly. 

The Blackbird contumed without noticing the reflection • 

" It is some very impoitant message doubtless, since the 
Spotted Cat has chosen the fleetest of his runners to carry it ?" 

" The Spotted Cat will send no more messengers," re])licHj 
t) e Indian. "Tlie lance of a white man has pierced liia 
breiiAt, and the ^hief now hunts with his fathers in the land 
of 8pi»Hs." 

" What matter I he died a conqueror ? he saw, before he 
dio«i, the white dogs dispersed over the plain ?" 

*' lie dietl conquered ; and the Apaches had to fly aftef 
loBuig their chief and fifty of their renowned warriors." 

In .spite of his wound, and of the empire that an Indian 
bIiouUI exercise over himself, the Blackbird stalled up at 
these words. However, he restrained himself and replied 
gravely, though with trembling lips — 

** Who, then, sends you to mo, messenger of ill f" 

" The warriors, who want a chief to repau their defeat 
The Blackbird was but the chief of a tribe, he is now tht 
ch^ef of a whole peo])le." 

Satisfied ]>nde shone in the eye of the Indian, at his aig- 
Biented authority. 

^ If the riflofl of the noith bad beeu joined to ourt| the 
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whites of the sonth would have been conquered.*' But m 
he recalled to niind the msullmg manner in which the two 
hunters had rejected his i)roposal, his eyes darted foith 
flames of hatred, and pointing to his wound, he said, " What 
can a wounded chief do ? His limbs refuse to carry him, and 
he can scarcely sit on his horse." 

** We can tie him on ; a chief is at once a head md an 
arm — if the arm be j>owerlessthe head will act, and the sight 
of their chiefs blood will animate our warriors. The oomicil 
fire was lighted anew after the defeat, and the warriors wait 
for the Blackbird to make his voice heard ; his battle-horse 
is ready — let us go !" 

"No," roplicd the Blackbird, " my warriors encomjiass, on 
eacn bank, the white huntei*s whom I wished to have for 
allies; now they are enemies; the ball of one of them has 
rendered useless for six moons, the arm that was so strong 
in comb:it ; and were I ofTered the command of ten nations, 
I would refuse it, to await here the hour when the blood 
that I tliirst ibr shall flow before my eyes." 

Tlie chief tlien recounted briefly the captivity of Gayferoa, 
his deliverance by the Canadian, the rejection of his pro- 
p>8als and the vow of vengeance he had made. 

The messenger listened gravely ; he felt all the import anca 
of making a new attack on the gold-seekers, at the mo!iient, 
when, delighted at their victory, they believed themselves 
lafo, and he proposed to the Blackbird to leave some one 
behind in his place to watch the Island ; but the Blackbird 
was immoveable. 

" Well !" said the runner, " before long the sun >\ill begin 
to rise ; I shall wait until daylight to report to the Apaches 
that the Blackbird prefers his personal vengeance to the 
honour of the entire nation. By deferring my departure, I 
Aall have retarded the moment when our warriors will ha^t 
'o regret the loss of the bravest among them." 
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•* So be it,'* said the chief, in a grave tone, alt nougl fi u«rh 
pleased by this adroit flattery, " but a messenger Las need 
of rfipose after a battle followed by a long journey. Wean 
while, I would listen to the account of the combat in whicl 
the Spotted Cat lost his life.'* 

The messenger sat down near the fiie, with crossed legs 
And with one elbow on his knee and his head leaning on hi^ 
hand, after a few minutes' rest, gave a circumstantial account 
of the attack on the white camp— omitting no fact which 
might awaken the hatred of the Blackbird against the Mexi- 
can invaders. 

This over, he laid down and slept, or seemed to sleep. 
But the tumultuous and contrary passions which struggled 
in the heart of the Blackbird — ambition on the one hand, 
and thirst for vengeance on the other— kept him awake 
without effort. In about an hour the runner half rose, and 
pushing back the cloak of skin which he had drawn over his 
head he perceived the Blackbird still sitting in the same 
attitude. 

" The silence of the night has spoken to me," said he, 
•* and I thought that a renowned chief like the Blackbird 
might, before the rising sun, have his enemies in his pow67 
and hear then* death song." 

**My warriors cannot walk on the water as on the irar 
©ath," replied he ; " the men of the north do not i esemble 
those of the south, whose rifles are Lke reeds 'n their 
hands." 

" The blood that the Blackbird has lost deceives his intel- 
lects mid obscures his vision ; if he shaR permit it, I shall act 
for him, and to-morrow his vengance will be complete." 

" Do as you like ; fi'oni whatever side vengeance comes, it 
will be agreeable to me." 

^ Enough. I shall soon bring here the three hunters, and 
lim whose scalp they could uot save." 
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So saying the mcascngcr rose and was soon bidden by thi 
f[»g from the eyes of tbo Blackbird. 

On tbo island more generous emotions were felt. From 
Jio eyes of its occupants sleep bad also tied — for if there be a 
luoment in life, when tbe bearts of tbe bravest may tiii] tht^rn^ 
it is wben danger is ternble and inevitable, and ^^ lien not 
eyen tbe last consolation of selling lilb dearly is possible to 
Cbem. Watcbed by enemies wbom tbey could not see, tbe 
banters couhl not satisfy their rage by making their foes fall 
bencatb tboir bullets as tbey bad done tbe evening before. 
Besides, botb Bois-Rose and Pep6 knew too well the implaca- 
ble obstinacy of tbo Indians to suppose that tbe Blackbird 
would i)ermit bis warriors to reply to tbeir attacks ; a soldicr'i 
deatb would bavo seemed too easy to bun. 

Oppressed by tbese sad tb^ught:^ tbe tbree buntci-s spoke 
no more, but resigned tbemsvlves to tbeir fate, rather than 
abandon tbe unlucky stranger by atteni]>tbig to escape, 

Fabian was as determined to die as the others. The ha- 
bitual sadness of bis spirit robbed death of its terrors, but 
Btill tbe ardour of bis mind would bave caused him to prefer 
a qiucker deatb, weapon in baud, to tbe slow and ignomiidoua 
one reserved for tbem. He was tbe first to break silence. 
The profound tranquillity tbat reigned on the banks was to 
tbe experienced eyes of tbe Canadian and Pepe only a cer- 
tain indication of the invincible resolution of ihoir enemies ; 
but to Fabian it api>eared reassuring — a blessing by which 
tiyty ougbt to profl. 

"All sleeps now around us," said be, "not only the Indians 
en the banks, but all that has life in tbe woods and in the 
desert — tbo rivei itself seems to be running slower 1 See ! 
tbe reflections of tbe fires die away I would it not be tbe tim« 
to attempt a descent on tbe bank ?" 

" The Indians sleep I" interrupted Pep^, hitterly, " yes, lik« 
tbe water which seems stagnant, but non^ tbe less pursuof 



A FJLLX OF HKROULKLN STKENOTII. ^i31 

lift coarse. You could not take three steps in the ri^er htjor^ 
the Indians would rush after you as -you have o^^m f»ec« 
wol 768 rush after a stag. Haw h you nothing bcltci fc*^ ^ro 
pose, Bois-Kose ?" 

"No," replied he as his hand songht that of F'a///i!i, aL.Ii 
with the other he pointed to the sick man, tossin/^ resUcs^l] 
on his couch of pain. 

" But, in default of all other chance," said I«'nLian, " Ai 
sliould at least have that of dying with honour, side by side 
as we would wish. If we are victorious, we caii then leiurp 
to the aid of tliis unfortunate man. K we titjl God himsell* 
when we appear before him, cannot reproach us with the sa^c- 
rifice of his life, since we risked our own for the comiuop 
good." 

" No," replied Bois-Rose ; "but let us still hope in iiiat 
God, who i-e-united us by a miracle; "what does not hap])en 
to-day, may to-morrow ; we have time before us before oui 
provisions fail. To attempt to take the bank now, would be 
to march to certain death. To die would be notliing, and we 
always hold that last resource in our own hands; but W6 
might peihaps be made piisoners, and then I shudder to 
think of waat would be our fete. Oh I my beloved Fabian, 
these Indians in their determination to take us alive give 
me at least the happiness of being yet a few days be»id^ 
you." 

Silence again resumed its reign; but as Bois-Rose thcu|j:hl 
of the terrible denouement he clutched convulsively al 
B-^ine of the trunks of the dead trees, and under his pow er 
tnl grasp the islet trembled as though about to be torn .roro 
its base. 

"Ah! the wretches I the demons!" cried Pep6, with asud 
den explosion of rage. ** Look yonder !" 

A red light was piercing gradually through the veil of 
%Apoar which hung over the nver, and seemed to advanct 
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and gi'ow larger ; but, strange to say, the ire £ jatctl on the 
water, and, intense as> wua the fog, the mass of Duph's dlssi 
patod it as Ike sun dittperscs the douds. The ihrce luuitcr^ 
had barely time to be astonished at this appantioc, before 
iLey guessed its cause. A long course of lite m tlie destr 
and its dangers had imparted to the Canadian i firmn^^iv 
wnich Pep6 had not attained; therefore, mstead of givmg 
way to surprise, he remained perfectly calm, lie knew that 
tills was the only way to suimount any difficulty. 

" Yes,'* said he, " I understand what it is as well as it the 
Indians had told me. You spoke once of foxes smoked out oi 
tbclr holes ; now they want to burn us in ours.*' 

The globe of fire which floated on the river advanced with 
alarming rapidity, and confirmed the words of Bois-Rose. 
Already amidst the water, reddened by the flame, the twigi 
of the willows were becoming distinct. 

" It is a fire ship," cried Pep6, " with which they want to 
■et fire to our island." 

•*So much the better," cried Fabian; "better to fight 
against the fire than wait quietly for death.** 

" Yes," said Bois-Rose ; " but fire is a terrible adversary 
ftnd it fights for these demons." 

The besieged could oppose nothing to the advancing 
flames ; and they would soon devour the little island, leaving 
to its inmates no other chance of escape but by throwing 
themselves into the water — where the Indians could either 
kill them by rifle-shots, or take tlrem alive, as they pleaded. 

Such had been the idea of the Indian messenger. By his 
order, the Apaches had cut do\vn a tree with its leaves on, 
and a thick mass of wet grass interlaced in its branches 
formed a sort of foundation, on which thoy pljieed the 
branches of a pine tree; and afler setting fire to this construe* 
tion, they had sent it floating down the stream. As it ap. 
proachedf the crackling of the wood co^ild be heard ; an iou4 
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jf the black smoke wmcti mixed ^vilh the fog aroBo a brigbti 
dear flame. 

Not far from the bank they coiild difltingnish the form of 
an ladian. I^ep6 could not resist a sudtteu ten.]>iat'on, 
ou demon," cried he, ** ahaU at le^t not live xo exult ovei 
jui»death.»> 

So saying, he fired and the plume of the Iiivliaii wa*j s^co 
to go down. 

" Sad and tardy vengeance," remarked Bois-Uose ; and as i^ 
indeed, the Aimches disdained the efforts of a vanquifc.}\ed foe, 
the shore presei-ved its gloomy solitude, and not a single howl 
accompamed the last groans ot tlie warrior. 

** Never mind," cried rep6, stamping his fool in Ijis inijKy. 
tent fury; "I shall die more calmly, the greate*- number of 
those demons I have sent before me." And he looked ^round 
for some other victim. 

Meanwhile Bois-Rose was calmly reconnoitiiug the burning 
mass, which, if it touched the island, would set fire to the 
dried trees which composed it. 

"Well," cried Pep6, whose rage blinded his judgment 
" it is useless to look at the fire; have you any method of 
making it deviate fi*om its course ?" 

"Perhaps," replied the Canadian. Pep6 began to whiatlt 
with an affectec* mdifference. 

"I see something that proves to me that the reasonings of 
Ihe Indiana are not always infallible; and if it were not that 
we shall receive a shower of balls, to force us to stay hidden 
while tlie islet takes fire, 1 should care as little for thit burn 
Ing raft aa for a fire-fly in the air." 

In constructing the floating fire, the Indians had calculated 
ita thickness, so that the wet grass might be dried by the 
3re and become kindled about the time when it should touch 
the island. But the grass had been soaked in the water, and 
this hid retarded ite combuRtio?! ; bcsitloa tlic largo branrhet 
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had not had tiiue to uiflame ; it was only the sninlloi bcigbi 
Hnd tho leaves that were burning. Tliis had not escaj#yd the 
quick eye of tbc Canadian, who, advniuing with a long »jUck 
111 Lis liaud, resolved to push it under water; but just m e#^ 
vas about to risk this attempt, what he had predicted took 
•^Jace A shower of balls and arrows flew towards them; 
though these shots seemed rather intended to terrify than U* 
kiU them. 

** They are determined,** said Bois-Rose, *• only to take un 
idivel** 

The fire almost touched the island, a few minutes and it 
would be alight, when with the rapidity of lightning, Bois- 
Rose glided into the water and disai)peared. Shouts rose 
from each side of the river, when the Indians, au weU as 
-Fabian and Pcp6, saw the floating raabs tremble under his 
powciful grasp. The fire blazed up brightly for ^ moment, 
vhen the water hissed and the mass of flame Avas extinguished 
in foam, until darkness and fog once more spread theu* som- 
bre covering over the river. The blackened tree, turned 
from its course, passed by the island, while, amidst the how If 
of the Indians Bois-Rose rejoined his friendj. The whole 
Island .shook under his efforts to get back upon it. 

" Howl at your ease,'* cried he, " you have not captui eJ 
us yet ; but," he added, in a more serious tone, " shall we \tt 
always as lucky?" 

Indeed, although this danger was surmounted, how man; 
remained to be conquered I "Who could foresee what lew 
stratagems the Indians might employ against them? Those 
reflections damped their first feeling of triumpU. All at on<»« 
Pepo started up, crying out as he did so : 

" Bois-Rose, Fabian, we are saved !" 

"Saved!" said Bois-Rost, " wliaX lo you mean ?** 

♦'Did you not remark how a few hours ago the whole islel 
Qrembled under our hands when we tore Awav some branch <« 
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lo fortify ourselvas with, and how you yourself maio U 
ihake jac| now? well, I thorght once of making a raft, but 
ftow I bT^uove we three gba rproot the whole island an^ 
U}i it floating. The fog is thick, the night dai'k and to-mor 
TOW " 

**Wo shall be far from here I" cried Bois-Rostj. "T: 
irork I to work I we have no time to spare, for the rising 
wind indicates the approach of morning, and the river dotti 
not run more than three knots an hour." 

** So much the better, the movement will be less visible." 

The brave Canadian grasped the hasds of his comrades an 
he rose to his feet. 

** Wliat aro you going to do ?'* said Fabian, '* cannot we 
;hree uproot the island, as Pep6 said ?** 

*' Do'ibtlesfl, Fabian, but we risk breaking it in pieces, and 
our 8&i*.ty depends upon keeping it together. It is, perhaps, 
some large bi-anch oi root wnich holds it m its place. Many 
yj'ars must have elapsed since these trees were first driven 
b<re, and the water has probably rendered this branch or 
root very roxteu — ^that is what I wish to find out." 

At that moment the doleful screech of an owl interrupted 
them, and tiiose plaintive cries troubling the silence of night, 
jnst as they were about to entertain some hope, sounded 
onJnous in the ears of Pep6. 

*' Ah !'* said he, sadly, all his superstition reviving, ** th^ 
voice of the owl at this moment seems to me to announce no 
good fotvune to us." 

" The imitation is '>erfect, I allow," said Bois-Rose, " but 
you must not be thus deceived. It is an Indian sentinel who 
calls to his companions, either to warn them to be watchful, 
3r what is more like their diabolical spirit, to remind us that 
they are watching us. It is a kind of death song with which 
Uit»y unsh to regale us." 

Xa he spoKc, the same sound was repeatea from the oppo 
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lite bunk with different modolations, confiiming hit wordij 
but it sounded none the less terrible as it revealed all th« 
perils ai:d ambushes hidden by the darkness of th« night. 

'* I have a great miad to call to them to roai more Ukt 
igers that they are.** 

'' Do not ; it would only enable them to know our ezaol 
poftition.*' 

So saying, the Canadian entered the water with extreme 
3are, while his comrades followed his movements with anx- 
ious eyes. 

** Well,** said Pep6, when Bois-Rose came to the aurfiu)6 
to take breathy " are we firmly fixed?'* 

" All is well, I think," replied Bois-Roso, ^ I see at pre- 
sent but one thing that keeps the islet at anchor. Ilave pa* 
tienoe awhile." 

•* Take care not to get too far under,** said Fabian, " w 
you may be caught in the roots and branches.** 

'^ Have no fear, child ; a whale may sooner renuun fixed 
tc a fishing-boat which it can toss twenty feet into the air, 
than I under an islet that I could break to pieces with a 
Jilow.*' 

The river closed again over his head, and a tolerably long 
epace of time elapsed during which the presence of Bois- 
Rose was indicated only by the eddies formed round the 
Islet, which now tottered on its foundation. His comrades 
felt that the giant was making a powerful efibrt, and Fabian*i 
heart sank as he thought that he might be struggling with 
leath ; when a crash was heard under their feet, like that ol 
a ship's timbers striking against a rock, and Bois-Rose 
reappeared above the surface, his hair streaming Ti-ith water 
Willi one bound he regamed the island, which began to 
move slowly do^vn the river. An enormous root, som^ 
deptn in the water, had giver way to the vigorous* strength 
of the colos^ns, and the islet was set free. 
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^QoA be praised 1" cried he, "the last obstacle 'a vaiv 
CfQisaed and we are afloat.'' As he spoke tbe island couiti 
De perceived advancmg down stream, slowly it is true, bnl 
•ure.'y. 

" Now,'' continued he, " our life rests in the hands ol God 
If the island floats down the middle oi th3 stream we shall 
•oon, thanks to the fog, be out of sight op reach of tbe 
In<lian8. " Oh I my God," added he, fervently, " a few boan 
more of darkness and your creatures will be saved.'' 
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TDB FLOATIMO ISIBT. 

Thb thiM dien kept silence as they followed with anxionii 
eyes the movement of the floating island. Day would soon 
break, but t)«e freshness of the night, which always increases 
tuk hour or two before sunrise-., had condensed more and more 
the yapouro which rose from tbe water. The fires on the 
bank app^^ared only like stars, which grow pale in the hea* 
vens at the approach of dawn. From this source, therefore, 
they had little to fear ; but anotner danger menaced the 
three hunters. The island followed the stream, but tunic- 1 
toand as it wect, and they feared that in this continual rot "^ 
tion it might deviate from the centre of tl *e rivei and strucc 
tm one of the banks on which the Indians were encamped. 

Like the sailor who, Tvith a heait full of anguish, foIlo\n 
ihe movements of his ship, almost dlsa\)l<»d by the storm, and 
contemplates with terror the breakers mto which he Is per 
^a|>s destined to be driven, thus the throe hunters—a prey 

the most cmel anxiety — regarded in silence »'»*» "nccrtaii 
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progress of their island. When sometimes (he "^or^l^jr cf 
o«iers and reeds which surrounded the island trembled in thu 
breeze which proceeded from oue of the banks, it seeiudd 
Uien to bo driven towards the opposite side. Sometimes it 
u cnt straight along with the current, but in any event, tbb 
etforts of those who were on it could do nothing to direct 
it. Luckily the fog was so thick that the very trees whii h 
bordered the river were invisible. 

" Couitige," muttered Pejkj ; " as long as we caunot see 
the trees it is a sign that we are going on rightly. Ah I if 
God but favour us, many a howl will resound along those 
banks, now so peaceful, when at daybreak the Indians find 
neither the island nor those it sheltered." 

•'Yes," replied Bois-llose, " il was a grand idea, l^yd 
in the trouble of my mind I should not have ihouglit of it, 
ftnd yet it was such a simple thing." 

" Simple ideas are always the last to present themselves,' 
rejoined Pep6. "But do you know, BoLs-Kose," added he, 
ill a low voice, ** it proves that in the desert it is imjiriRleut 
to venture with one whom you love more than life, since feai 
for him takes away a man's senses. I tell you fraffikly, Boi* 
Kose, you have not been like yourself." 

" It is true ; I scarcely recognize myself," replied the Cana- 
dian, simply ; " and yet " 

ile did not finish, but fell into a profound re\crie, during 
which, like a man whose body only is present, and his soul 
absent, he appeared no longer to watch thj movements ol 
the island. For the hunter who, during * wfxtv years has 
lived the free life of the desert, to renounce thii life seemed 
Hk death ; but to renounce the society of Fabian, and the 
consolation of having his eyes closed by his f*tlcptod ^on, was 
•till worse than death. Fabian and the dei'ort were tlie two 
dominant afiectioni of hii life, and to altanoloD cithei seemdd 
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Ilig rcvciic, however, was soon interrupt ed l)y Piipo, whc 
Lad lor some minutes been casting uneasy glances towardi 
one of llie banks. Througli tlie fog be fancied he could per- 
ceive the fantastic forms which trees appear to take in a misU 
They looked like intlLstinct phantoms, covered with long dr» 
furies, hangmg over llie river. 

" We are going • wrong, Bois-Rose," said he • " are not 
those the tops of the willows on the bank ?" 

" It is true," cried Bois-Ilose, rousing hunself ; " and bj 
the fires being still visible it is evident how little progress we 
have made in the last half hour." 

At that moment the island began to move more rapidly, 
and the trees became more disthict. The hunters looked 
anxiously at each other. One of the fires was more clearly 
deen, and they could even distinguish an Indian sentinel in 
liis fnghtful battle-costume. The long mane of a bison 
covered his head, and above that waved a phnne of fea- 
thers. Bois-Rose pointed him out to Pepe, but luckily the 
fog was 60 thick that the Indian, rendered himself visiblfi by 
the fire, near which he stood, could not yet see the island. 
However, as if an instinct had warned him to be watchful, 
he raised hia head and shook back the fiowhig hair >\ hicb 
rrnamentcd it. 

" Can he have any suspicion ?" said Bois-Rose. 

" Ah ! if a rifle made no more noise than an arrow, with 
what pleasure I should send that human bulTalo to mount 
guard in anotJier world,'* replied Pepi. 

Just then they saw the Indian stick his lance in the ground, 
«nd leaning forward, shade his eyes with his hands, so as to 
concentrate their powei. A keen anxiety was in their heaiti 
as they watched him. The fero%aous warrior bendhig dowii 
like a wild beast ready to spring, Lis face half coveied with 
the straggling hair, was hideous and ten-ible to look uj)on j 
but the fugitives would only have laughed at the sp( ctach 
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had they not had so much to dread. All at once, the Apache 
after remamuig a few minutes in this attentive attitude 
walked towards the bank and disappeared from sight— foi 
nothing was visible except in the circle of light thrown by 
the ^vQ. It was a moment of intense anxiety i)r the fugi 
eves, as the island continued to glide silently on. 

" Has he seen us ?" mumiured Pcpe, 

•* I fear so." 

A doleful cry now caused them to stait. It was repealed 
from the opj)Osite side ; it was tlie signal of the sentinels on€ 
to the other, but all became again silent. Bois-Rose uttered 
a murmur of relief, as he saw the man return to his forme? 
place and attitude. It was a false alarm. 

" Still the island continued to approach the bank. 

" At this rate," said Bois-Rose, " in ten minutes we slal! 
fall into the hands of the Indians. If we could but paddle a 
little with that great branch, we should soon be in the right 
direction again, but the noise, I fear, would betray us." 

" Nevertheless," replied Pep6, •' it is what we must do, it 
is better to run the chance of betraying ourselves, than bo 
drifted into the hands of our enemies. But first, let us see il 
the current in which we now are, runs towards the bank* 
If it does, we must hesitate no longer, and although the 
oranch of a tree is more noisy in the water than an oar, we 
must do our best tc paddle in silence." 

Pep6 then gently broke off a piece of wood and placed it 
^n the water, and leaning over the edge, he and Bois-Rcse 
watched it anxiously. There was in that place a violent 
eddy, caused by some deep hole in the bed of the river. 
For a moment the wood turned round as though going to 
link, then it took a direction opposite to the bank, towards 
which I hey were driving. Both uttered ^ '5tifled exclamation 
of joy, as their island also, after a moment's stoppage, began 
tc fioat 'I'vavfrom the slmre, nnd tlio incronsinjr lliii'k^iew 
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01 the fog assured them that they were takjng the right 
course. 

About an hour passed thus, amidst poignant altcraatiFe^ 
of fear and hope ; then the bivouac fires were lost m the dis- 
tance, and the fugitives perceived that they were nearly oui 
of danger. Reassured by this belieC Bois-Rose j>lac«j<l hiiO' 
self at one end of the islet, and paddled vigorously, until tne 
raft, ceasing to gyrate, advanced more swiftly down tiie cur- 
rent, like a horse long abandoned to his own caprices, m lio 
feels at last the hand and spur of an able rider. Kec*pii)g 
where tho water was deepest, they now proceeded at a con- 
siderable rate of speed, and began to think themselves 
entirely out of danger. 

" Daylight will not bo long in appearing," said Bois-Rose, 
" and we must now hmd and endeavor to get on faster ; wa 
shall go twice as fast on foot as on this island, which sailfi 
slower than a Dutch lugger." 

** Well I land where you like, Bois-Rose, and we wdll fol- 
low. Let us wade down the stream a bit, so as to hide our 
traces from the Indians ; and even if we have to carry the 
wounded man, we can manage two leagues an hour. Do 
you think, Don Fabian, that the Gciden Valley is far off?" 

** You saw the sun go down behhid the foggy mountaint 
which shut in this vaiiey," replied Fabian. " It lies at thei 
foot — ^we cannot be many hours' march from it." 

Bois-Rose now gave to the island an oblique directic n, and 
in about a quarter of an hour, it struck violently against thi« 
bank. While Pf-p6 and Fabian jumped ashore, the Cans 
dian took the woi^nded man in his arms, and laid him gentle 
down. This avoke him, and opening his eyes and throwing 
round him a?i astonished glance, he murmured, "Virgen 
Banta ! sluill I aga:n hear those frightful howls which trou^ 
b!**d my sK^p V" 

•^Ko, n)y lad, the Indians are far off now, and we are is 
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tafcty. Thank God, who has iKTniittcd mo to save ai) ihai 
are dear to me- -my child Fabian and my ohl IVicntl." 

They theij prepared lo conthiue their course. 

" If you an: not able to walk," said Pei>6 to Gayftros^ " v»« 
shall construLt a kind of litter to cany you on. \V h na\ o us 
umo to lo8<» if we wish to escape these wrelclies, who, ai 
•oon as daylight api)car8, will begin to chase us as eagerly ao 
ever they chased a white enemy." 

So great was the desire of Grayferos to escape, that hij 
almost forgot the pain he was enduiing, and declaring tli^t^ 
he would follow his liberators as quickly as they conld go 
themselves, he begged them to set off at once. 

" We have some precautions to take first," said Bois-Rose 
" rest a few minutes while we break to pieces and ^commit 
to the current this raft, which has been so useful to u^ 
It is important that the Indians should not trace us." 

All three set to work, and already disjointed by the 
breakuig of the root which held it, and by the shock it had 
received on touching the shore, the floating island opposed 
no great resistance to their efforts. The tinmks of the trees 
which composed it, were toni asunder and j)ushed into the 
current — which carried them quickly away — and there soon 
remained no vestige of what it had taken years to construct. 
When the last branch had disappeared from their eyes, Bois- 
Rose and Pep6 busied themselves in raising up the stalks of 
the plants, to efface the marks of their feet, and then all pre- 
(>ared to start. They first entered the water and walked 
ftloug the edge, so as to leave no footmarks, and to lead tlie 
fs-lians to suppose that they had remained on the island. 
h was :oo fatiguing for them to walk very quickly ; but in 
\\\*(>\\X an hour, just as their wounded feet were about tr force 
ilicm to make halt, they arrived at the fork of two rivers 
which formed a delta. In this ^Vlta lay the Golden Valloy. 
Daylight was just beginning to appear m the hoi iron, and 8 
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grey tint upon *}ie sky was taking the place of clark«e«i. 
Luckily the ami of the river that they had to cross was no! 
deep, tlie mass of the water flowing in the opposite direction 
TJtts was fortunate, for the wounded man could not swim 
Be L?- Rose lifted hhn on his shoulders, and all three waded 
through the water which scarcely reached to their kuees. 
The chain of mountains was only about a league off, and allei 
a short rest, all resumed their way with renewed ardour. 

Soon the country changed its a^jpect. To the fine sand — 
for the triangle formed by the junction of the two rivers waa 
inundated during part of the year — succeeded deep ruts, 
and then dry bed of streams, hollowed out by the torrents 
hi the rainy season. Instead of the narrow border of willows 
mid cotton-trees which shaded the deserted banks, green 
oaks rose u]>, and the landscape terminated in the line of 
the foggy mountahis. All looked strange and imposing, and 
rarely had the foot of a white man pressed this desert clotheti 
HI its virgin wildness. Perhaps Marcos Arellanos and 
Cucl.illc were the only white men who had ever wandered 
to this remote place. A vague sentiment of awe caused the 
hunteis involuntarily to lower their voices before the super- 
natural charm of this austere landscape. Tliose hilln, 
^uvelo])cd in mist — even when the plains shone with the 
hl.izing rays of the sun — seemed to hide some impenetrable 
nustery. It might be fimcied that the hivisible guardians 
fi the treasures, the lords of the mountains ac(X>rding 
ir» Indian ftui^rstition, were hidden uu.cr this veil of eteioal 
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CHAPTER XL 7. 

THS FINOXB OF ODD, 

ArrxR a sLort journey, fatigue and suffering ^vcinauie l!b$ 
iroonded man : and as it was imperative that he should not 
become acquainted with the situation of the Golden Valley, 
or even be ma<le aware of its existence, Boii-Rose and Pep4 
lesolved, now that he was in safety, to leave him for some 
hours and employ the time in reconnoitruig the places dee- 
cnlied /o Fabian by his adopted mother. 

" Listen, my lad !" said Bois-Rose to Gayferos, " we have 
given you quite sufficient proofs of devotion, and now we 
must leave you for half or perhaps a whole day. We have 
dome business in hand which requires three determined men 
if tills evening or to-morrow morning we are still alive, you 
tball see us return : if not, you know it will not be our foult. 
Here is water and dried meat, and twenty-four hours wiL 
soon pass." 

It was not without regret that Gayferos consented to this 
separation ; however, reassured by a new promise from the 
generous hunters, to whom he owed so much, he resigned 
{limself to being left behind. 

"I have one last vord to say to you," said Bois-Rose. 
•* If chance briLg here any of the companions from wlom you 
so unluckily separated, I exact from you, as the sole return 
for the service which we have rendered to you, that yon 
will reveal to none of them our presence here. As ^or youi 
own, yon can account for it in any way you like." 
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Qajrferofl made the requii-ed promise, atd tiiey then took 
leave of him. 

On the point of accomplishing one of his most aiilcnt 
desires, that of enriching the child of his affection and adding 
immense treasures to his future fortune, Bois-Rose seemed to 
forget that it would rabe an additional barrier betwcet 
Fabian and himsel£ 

PepS, anxious to repair aa far aa possible the involuutai y 
injury that he had caused to the Mcdiana fhniily, walked 
along with an elastic step. Fabian alone did not seen^ 
happy, and afker a quarter of an hour he stopped, saying that 
he needed rest. All three sat down on a little hillock, and 
Pcp6, pointing to the mountains, cried, in a tone <if gay 
reproach, "What I Don Fabian I does not the neighbouiw 
hood of those places, so fertile in gold, give new vigour to 
your limbs ?'* 

" No," replied Fabian, " for I shall not go a step further 
In that direction till sunrise.'* 

" Ah !" said Bois-Rose, " and why not ?'» 

*• Why ? Because this is a cui^sed place — a place where 
he — whom before you I loved as a £ither — was assassinated ; 
because a thousand dangers surround you, and I have already 
exposed you too much by making you espouse my cause." 

♦♦ What are these dangers that we three together cannot 
brave ? Can they be greater than what we have just passed 
through ? And if it please Pep6 and I to incur them foi 
you, what then ?" 

** These dangers are of all kinds," replied Fabian, " why 
{eceive oneself longer? Hoes not everything prove thai 
Don Estevan knows also of the existence of the Golden 
Valley?" 

•* Well, and what do you conclude from that ?" 

** That three men cannot rrevail against sixty." 

•* listen, my child," replied Bois-Ro^-s vith some impatience 
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** it waa before engaging in this entorprbe that we 8!iOTiii 
have made these reflectiois ; now they are too late, and why 
do you not think to-day as you did yesterday ?" 

*^ Because yesterday I was blinded by passion; because 
cflection has now taken its place ; because I do not hope tO' 
day what I hoped yesterday." 

The contradictoiy passions which agitated his heart di'l not 
permit Fabian to explain more clearly to the Canadian the 
altemttions of liis wishes. 

" Fabian," said Bois-Rose, solerauly, " you have a holy but 
terrible duty to perfonn, and duty must bo done ; but whc 
tells you that the expedition commanded by Don Este\an 
will take the same patli as ouiselves ? And, if it does, so 
muck the better ; the mm*dcrer of your mothei will fall into 
your hands." 

•* The guide conducting them," replied Fabian, seeking tc 
hide his real sentiments, *'can only be that miserable 
Cuchillo. Now, if I am not wrong, the valley must be 
known to him ; in any case, we sliould await the return of 
daylight before entangling ourselves in a country we know 
notlnng about, and in which these adventurers may proTt 
enemies as fonnidable as the Indians. Do you not think so 
Pt^p6?" 

" Nearly all night, the w^ind has brought to our cars," 
re])lied he, " the sound of firing, which proves that the troop 
has been engaged ^vith the Indians ; it is not therefore pro 
bable that any one can be in advance of us. I must say 1 hat 
my opinion is, that we should without loss of time gam 
mnne place in the mountains where we may engage m a last 
inevitable stniggle with our enemies; some well chosen ijp«i 
where we can defend ourselves \nih a chance of succes^?^* 

" It is this unequal stniggle that I wish to avoid,"^ r^mci 
Fabian, warmiy. "As long as I coidd hope to o#<jriako, 
before they rcacbid Tribac, those whom Pro^idcnco seemed 
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lo point out for my vengeance, and attack thera wLJe they 
w«re only ^ve against three, I pursued them without reflect 
Uon ; as ong as I could believe that this expedition had, like 
80 many others, entered the deseit only in search of some 
unknown spot, I followed them. But what has happened f 
After four days in which we took a different j)ath, do we not 
find them near these mountains ? Their aim is therefore the 
same as ours. Three men cannot fight against sixty ; theie- 
foie God forbid that to further either my vengeance or my 
cupidity, 1 should sacrifice two generous friends wliose live^ 
are more precious to me than ray own I" 

" Child," said Bois-Rose, ** do you not see that every on^ 
is here for himself, and yet that our three interests are but 
one ? When for the second tiine, God sent you to my ann% 
were we not already purauuig the man who was ruining youi 
hopes, and had already assassinated your mother, and stolen 
your name ? For ten years Pep6 and I have been but one 
tlio friends of one have been the friends of the other, and 
you arc Pepc's son, because you are mine, Fabian my child ; 
an<i thanks be to God that in serving our oavu cause we are 
ilso servuig yours. Whatever happens, then we shall not 
take a step backwards." 

" Besides," said I^ep6, " do you xjount for notliing, Don ^ 
Fabian, heaps of gold, and a whole life of abundance for aa 
jnagiuaiy peril ? for I repeat we must reach the valley ^rst^ 
ind a day — an hour — in advance, may enrich us forever ; you 
086 then that we are egotists trying to sacrifice t/ou lo out 
personal interest." 

•* Pep6 is right," said Bois-Rose, •• we want gold." 

"Wliat will you do with it?" asked Fabian, smling. 

« What will I do with it ? the child asks what I nill d« 
with it I" cried Bois-Rose.- 

** Yes, I wish to know." 

"What will I do with it^" replied the honest Canadian^ 
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whom this question embarrasscfl nmcli, "parhlcn—I m\\ d< 
—many things, I will give my rifle a golden bnn-el,'' cried he, 
Ariumphantly. 

Pepe smiled and shi-ugged his shoulders. 

" You laugh," said Bois-Rose. "Do you think that wh«?» 
you finish off an Apache, a Sioux, or a Pawnee with a llof 
of your knife, it would not be grand to say to him, * Df>g, 
the ball that broke your head came from a rifle of solid gold P 
Few hunters can say as much,*' 

" I agree to that," said Fabian ; then added he, seriouslyi 
*• No, my friends ! Don Estevan escapes my vengeance, and 
the gold that I believed would be mine escapes me also, for 
it is surrounded by soldiers. What matters ? have I not 
Btill, if I should become ambitious, the name and fortunes of 
my forefathers to reclaim ? Are there not in Spain tribunals 
which dispense justice to all ? God will do the rest, but I 
wiU not madly expose two noble lives. I do not si)eak of 
mine ; young as I am, I have drunk the cup of bitterness to 
the dregs. Yon have done enough, and your generous subter 
fhges cannot impose upon me." 

So saying, Fabian held out his hands to the two hunter*, 
who pressed them in an affectionate grasp. The Canadian 
iOoked silently for a minute at the noble face of him whom he 
was proud to call his son, and then said : 

" Fabian, my child, all my life ha« been passed on the fiea 
or in deserts, but I have preserved sufficient remembrance of 
^itie;S and their customs to know that justice is rather sold 
iLan given. This gold we shall employ in making of you 
what you were intended to be; this gold, will smooth a]lth« 
cbstacles against which your rightftil cause might break 
down. Pepe, can tell you, like me, that we shall gladly ex- 
l>OBe our lives in the hope of restoring to you the proi>erty 
of your ancestors, and the illustricus name that you are aa 
w^orthy to bear." 
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••Tei," said Pepc, " T have toM you that the earl}* part c\ 
my life was not such as I should wish. It was a IMtlo the 
fault ofthoSpauisli Government, which never paid me foi my 
services ; still it is a weight upon my heart. Often, I tliink 
sadly of my past life, but God always pardons the repentant 
■inner, and gives him opportunitiy of repentance. That 
day has arrived; my pardon is near, and it is but justice 
ibat I should assist in restoiing to you what I helped to take 
away,*' 

•*Lct us go on then I" said Bois-Kose, "God has nitherto 
dhown us our path and will continue to aid us. If you stay 
Fabian, we shall go alone.** 

So sajnng, the Canadian rose, and throwing his rifle over 
his shoulder began his march. Fabian was forced to }'ie!d, 
and all proceeded towards the mountams. 

Daylight had not yet quite appeared when a new actof 
advanced in his turn towards the same scenes. He came 
alone ; his horse in its impetuous course made the sand tly 
under his feet, and the rider, who was no other than Cuchillo, 
showed symptoms on his sinister countenance of some secret 
ieiTor. His flight might not have been unobserved even in 
the tumult of action, or some of the Indians might liave 
noticed Ids desertion, and hence his fears. But Cueliillo wna 
not a i»an to undertake a bold stroke without calculating the 
chances. As the hunter wishing to take the lion's whelps, 
throws him some bait to distract his Attention, so Cuchillo 
had delivered to the lords of the desert, his companicns as a 
pi ey. He had calculated that the struggle would last a great 
part of the night, and that conquered or conquering, the 
adventurers would not dare, during the following day, to 
leave their intrenchments. He would therefore have long 
hours before Iiira in which to seize on some of the treasures 
of the Golden Valley, with which he would afterwards 
return to the protection of his companions, and when they 
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ill readied the place he eouul 8till clnim his s. are .is sohliei 
and as guide. Pretexts would not fail him for this second 
absence, but he had forgotten to calculate on Don Estevan'i 
iuspicii^is concerning hin\. To conclude his bargain with 
him he had been forced to give such a precise account of the 
«ituation of the valley tliat Don Estevan could scarcely mifts 
the right road. Afler Cuchiilo, followed by his horse, had 
j^bded out from the camp he had ridden straight towards the 
mountains, and cupidity, the most blinding of passions, had 
closed his eyes to the danger of his plan. 

His heart palpitating with alternate hopes and fears, h« 
had advanced rapidly, and only stopped occfisionally to listen 
to the vague murmurs of the desert. Then recognisng the 
groundlessness of his apjirehensions, he had continuc<l his 
road with renewed ardour. 

Sometimes also the asi)ect of the places he had seen before, 
awakened gloomy souvenirs. On that hillock, he had rested 
with Marcos Arellanos ; that nopal had furnised them with 
refieshiug fruit ; they had both contemplated with mystenoua 
terror the strange aspect of the Misty Mountains, and his 
liorso in ita rapid course carried the murderer to the spot 
where hifl victim had fallen beneath his blows I Then to the 
fear of enemies succeeded that inspii-ed by conscience, which 
while it often sleeps by day, awakes and resumes its empire 
during the night. The bushes — the thoniy nopals — roe« 
b< fore him like accusing phantoms, opposing his advance with 
.intended arms ; a cold persjiiration stood on his brow, bet 
su\ idity, sponger than fear, 8))urred him on towards the val 
cy and he began to laugh at his own apprehensions. 

*' Phantoms," said he, *' are like alcaldes, who never ad 
dress poor devils like me; but let me only get one or two 
arrob.'is of gold, and I shall hav" so many masses said for thi! 
ft<jul of Arellanos, that he will be glad to have met Ids death 
»l ftuch generous hands.** 
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He laughed at this quaiut conceit, and then rode on qu\ck)} 
111 a low iiiinutos ho stopped and listened agJiin, but heai'd nc 
noist' 8:ive the loud breathmg of liis horse. 

"J aiu alone," thought he; " those brutes whom 1 hav«i 
giadt'd are lighting to give me leisure to despoil the sandi 
of aoiiie of that precious gold. Who is to prevent mo j>ro 
a mil}, when daylight appears, from picking up as much as i 
.:aii c-'irry without betrayuig my secret ? This time, it vxB 
not be i\s when along with Arellanos ; I shall not have to tiy 
*rom the ImlLins: thoy are busy. Afterwards I can come 
back with such of my companions as escai)e the Apaches. 
How many will remain to ])artake with me? Oh! Iho 
thought of these treasures makes the blood boil in my veins. 
Is it not gold that gives glory, pleasure, and every gootl of 
this worhl ? our j)riests say its power extends even beyond 
the tomb I" 

Wliile Cuchilk) was advancing blindly to where his destiny 
led liim, Don Estevan and Pedro Diaz were also on their 
way Although the hills were but six leagues from the camp, 
yet, miceitain of the time of his absence, DonEstevoji had left 
orders to his peo]»le to await his return. The two advanced 
silently, fuU of desire for the gold, but equally defirous of 
mterce]>ting the traitor. Tavo hours' quick riding );ad pro 
duced no result. Thanks to his advance, Cuchillo was in« 
risible; and the darkness would have hidden his track etwi 
fjom the eye of an Indian. 

"Tliereisno doubt," said Pedro Diaz, breaking sueni^ 
" that the knave must have |)rofited by the confusion to 65 
towards the valley, and seize on a part of the treasures whir J| 
be has sold to us." 

**That is not w^hat I fear m.osl," said Don Kstevan. ' If 
Cttcliillo has not exaggerated the riclies of the plfKO, there 
will be plenty left for all of us. But now so near attaining 
Jiai for which I have crossed tho desert— allttr having left t 
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position envied by all, to brave tlio dangers of au exfediiiot 
like this —a vague fear of failing agitates me. The desert is likt 
the sea, aboiiuding in pirates, and the soul of Cuchillo is fuL 
of treason : it seems to me tliat the villain will be fatal to us.' 

Suddenly Diaz dismounted, and picked up off tlie sand a 
liUnt object; it was a kind of valise, which Diaz at onc€ 
recogni:ied as belonging to Cuchillo. 

**Thi8 shows you, Senor," said he, "that we are in thj 
right }>atli, and that the coming day will biing us into tha 
presence of the traitor." 

** It shall then be his last treason," said Don Estevan ; and 
they now rode silently on \idth the ceitainty that Cucliillo 
was before them. 

Strange chain of coincidences! When the sun appeared 
in the horizon, the different actors in this drama, apparently 
drawn together by accident, but in truth impelled onwards 
by the hand of God, had met in the most inaccessible part of 
Ihii great American desert. 
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•!>. a dar^ ness was no longer that of midnight — ^the ou^ 
IbCLM of the different objects began to be visible, and the 
p^aks of the hills looked like domes or fantastic turrets in th4 
haiftigUt. Detached from the mass of tb » mountains, a voch 
in the form of a truncated cone towered up like an outwork. 
A cascade fell noisily from an adjacent hill into a deep guli 
below, and in front of the rock a row of willows and cotton- 
traoa indicated the neighbourhood of x stream. Then tlM 
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immense plain of the delta formed by the two arms of th« 
Rio Gila (which from east to west cuts for itself a double pa^ 
sage through tlie chain of the Misty Mountains) displayed 
itself in all its sombre majesty. Such were the striking poinU 
of the landscape which opened before the travellers. 

Soon the blue light of morning replaced the darkness, and 
the summits of the hills one by one became visible. On the 
top of the rock two pines could now be seen, their bending 
etems and dark foliage extending over the abyss. At their 
foot the skeleton of a horse, held up by hidden fastenings, 
showed upon his whitened bones the savage ornaments with 
which he had been embellished, and fragments of the saddle 
still rested upon his back. The increasing light soon shone 
on more sinister emblems : on posts raised in different places, 
and human scalps floating on them. These hideous trophies 
mdicated the burial-place of an Inakn warrior. In fact a 
renowned chief reposed there ; anu liis spirit overlooked, like 
the genius of plunder, those plains where his war-cry had so 
often resounded, and which he had ridden over on that 
*»ttle-horse whose bones were whitening by his tomb. Birds 
of prey flew over his gi*ave, uttering their shrill cries, as if 
they would awaken him who slept there for ever, and whose 
Dold hand would no longer prepare for them their bloody 
feasts. 

A few mmutes later the horizon became tinted with palo 
rose-coloured clouds, and soon after, like the first spark of a 
fire, a ray of sun-light struck like a golden ai rrow on tlie 
thick fog, and floods of light inundated the depths of the 
rallcy. Day had come in all its glory, but wreatlis of vapour 
gtill hung capriciously on the leaves of the trees or clung 
wound the tnmks. Soon were displayed wild precipices, 
with falls of water foamiug down their sides; then deep 
defiles, at the entrance of which fantastic offerings of Indian 
superstition were saspended. 
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Above the tomb of the Inaian chief rose .ho spray of tbc 
cascade, in wMch was reflected the colours of the rainbow ; 
and lastly, a valley was visible, closed on one side by peaked 
rocks, from which hung long draperies of verdure, and on 
the other by a lake, whose waters were half-hidden by ih6 
aquatic plants on its surface : this was the Golden Valley, 

At the flrst glance the whole scene only offered the sombrt 
features of a wild nature ; but the scrutinizing eye would 
ioon have divined the treasures concealed there. Nothing 
betrayed the presenceof living things in that deserted plsoei 
when the three hunters made their appearance on the spot* 

** If the devil has an abode anywhere on the earth," said 
Pep^, pointmg to the mountains, ^^ it must surely be among 
ttose wild defiles I 

•* But if it be true," oontmued he, " that it is gold which 
IS the cause of most crimes, it is more probable that the old 
fellow has chosen the Golden Valley for his abode, which con 
tains, according to you, Don Fabian, enough to ruin an 
entire generation." 

"You are right," said Fabian, who looked paie and grave, 
^ it was here perhaps that the unlucky Marcos Arellanos was 
assassinated. Ah I if this place could speak, I should know 
the name of him whom I have sworn to pursue : but the 
wind and the rain have effaced the traces of the victim as 
well as those of the murderer." 

♦' Patience, my child I" replied Bois-Rose ; ** I have never in 
the course of a long life known crime to go unpunished. 
Often we recover the traces that were believed to have been 
long effaced, and even solitude sometimes raises its voice 
against the guilty. If the assassin be not dead, cupidity will 
doubtless bring hira again to this place, and before long ; fot 
no doubt he is one of those in the Mexican camp. Now, 
Fabian, shall we wait for the enemy here, or Aall we flU ow 
pockets with gold^ and return t" 
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••Ikno«r not what to decide," replied Fabian; **i came 
iere almost against my will. I obey your wishes, or elpo a 
Hill stronger tlian either yours or mine. I feel that an 
invisible hand impels me on — as it did on that evening wheil) 
B(.arcely knowing what I did, I came and sat doAvn by yoai 
fire. Why should I, who do not know what to do with thii 
goKl, risk my life to obtain it? I know n?t. I know only 
that here I am, with a sad heart and a soul filled with cruel 
tt! J certainty,*' 

" Man is but the plaything of Providence, it is true," said 
Bois-Rose ; " but as for the sadness you feel, the aspect of 
these places sufficiently accounts for it ; and as for—" 

A hoarse cry, that scarcely appeared human, interruptea 
the Canadian. It seemed to come from the Indian tomb, aa 
if it were an accusing voice against the invaders of this abode 
of the dead. The three Imnters glanced simultaneously 
towards the tomb, but no living creature was visible there. 
The eye of one of the birds of prey, that wei*e sailing above 
the rock, could alone have told where the cry came from. 
The imposing solemnity of the place, the bloody souvenirs 
evoked by it in Fabian's mind, and the superstitious ones in 
that o^ Pep6, joined to the strange *nd mysterious sound, 
inspired in both a feeling akin to terror. There was some- 
thing so inexplicable in the sound, that for a moment they 
doubted having heard it. 

"Is it really the voice of a man?" said Bois-Bose, "or 
only one of those singular echoes which resound in these 
mountains ?" 

" If it were a human voice," asked Fabian, " where did it 
come from ? it seemed to be above us, and yet I see no one 
on the top of the hill 1" 

** God send," said Pep6, crossing himself, " that in these 
mountains which abound in inexplicable noises, and where 
lightning shines under a calm sky, we have only men tc 
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fight against ! But if the fog contained a Itgion of devili*- 
cf the valley really contains, as you say, several years' incomi 
of the khig of Spain, please, Seiior Don Fabian, to recall 
rour reconcctions, and tell lis if we are still far off it." 

Fabian throw a glance around him ; the landscape wat 
list what had been so minutely described to him. 

" We must be close to the spot," said he, " for it should 

>) at the foot of the tomb of the Indian chief— and thes# 

laments indicate that the rock is the tomb. We have no 

»ime to lose. You and Bois-Rose walk round thQ rock, 

•while I go and examine those cotton-trees and willows." 

" I am suspicious of everything in this mysterious place," 
said Bois-Rose ; *^ that cry indicates the pre«ence of a human 
being ; and whether white or red, he is to be feared. Before 
we separate, let me examine the signJ*^ 

All three bent on the groimd eyes accustomed to read 
there as in an open book. The prints of a man*g feet were 
visible on the sand, and one of them had trodden down the 
plants, whose steins were still gently rising up egain one 
after the other. 

** What did I tell you ?" cried Bois-Rose. " Here are the 
tracks of a white man's feet, and I swear it is not ten minutes 
sine* he was here. These footmarks lead towards yonder 
cotton-trees." 

" In any case he is alone," suggested Fabian, 

All three were advancing towards the trees, when Boi» 
Rose halted. 

"Let mo go first," said he; "this hedge may hide the 
enemy. But no, the man who has left these footprints has 
only pulled open the vines and glanced through — he has not 
gone further in that direction." 

So saying, Boi»-Rose, in Lis turn, pulled aside the branchei 
■nd the climbing net-work which was interwoven with 
ihem, and aft^er a short examination, which had no pt^r^'julai 
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«nilty he retired and left the branches tc redose of them 
lolves. lie then tried to follow the tracks, but further on 
the ground beca*ne stony, and all traces disappeared. 

" Let us go round this conical rock," suggested Bois-Rose 
** Come, Pepe ; Fabian will wait here for us," 

The two hunters strode off, and Fabian remained alon« 
and pensive. This Golden Valley, of whose possession ha 
had dreamt at that time when his heart nourished sweet 
hopes, was now near to him. What *liad been a dream was 
now a reality, and still he was more unhappy than at the 
time when hopeful love caused him to scoff at poverty. It 
is thus that happiness flies just as we ai-e about to seize it. 
Sometimes in the silence of the forest, the traveller lends a 
greedy ear to the notes of the mocking-bird, and advancer 
with precaution towards the place where, hidden under the 
foliage, the bird of the solitudes utters its sweet song. Vain 
hope ! he advances, and the singer flies, his voice still as dis 
tant and himself as invisible as ever 1 Thus man often hears 
in the distance voices which sing to him of happiness; 
seduced by their charm he rashes toward them ; but they 
fly at his approach ; and his whole life is passed in pursuing, 
without ever reaching, the happiness promised by these 
delusive sounds. 

For Fabian, happiness lay no longer in the Golden Valley. 
It existed nowhere. No voice now sang for him ; he had 
no aim tp pursue ; no flying but charming imago which he 
hoped to overtake. He was in one of those moods that God 
m his mercy makes rare in our lives — during which all is 
4arkf as when at sea the light that guides the sailor becomes 
suddenly obscured. 

He advanced mechanically towards the thick row of trees 
that formed an almost impenetrable hedge before him, but 
scarcely had he made a passage for himself when he stopped 
suotionlesfi with surprise. The sunlight shone on tJie stones 
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tliick as those on a beach, and discovered innnmerabie glano 
(ng objects. Any other than a gold-seeker might have becB 
deceived hj these stones, which looked like vitrifications at 
tlie foot of a volcano; but the practised eye of Fabian 
instantly recognized the virgin gold under its clayey en- 
velope, as it is brought down by the torrents from the gold 
producing mountains. Before his eyes lay the richest trea^ 
fcure that was ever displayed to the view of man. 

If the breeze could have brought to the ears of the young 
Count of Mediana the accents of Rosarita's voice, when she 
recalled him back to the hacienda, he would gladly have 
quitted all these treasures to run towards her. But the 
breeze was mute, and there is in gold so irresistible an 
attraction that Fabian, in spite of his sadness, was for the 
moment fascinated. 

However, the soul of Fabian was not one to be intoxicated 
by success ; and after a few minutes of this enthusiasm, he 
called his two companions. They came at his calL 

" HavQ you found him ?" said Pep6. 

"The treasure, but not the man. See !" added he, push 
ing aside the trees. 

** What ! those shining stones I** 

" Are pure gold —treasures which Qod has hidden daring 
centuries." 

"My God !»* exclaimed Pep6. 

And with ardent eyes fixed upon the mass of richee 
before him, the ex-carabinier fell upon his knees. Passions 
long kept under, seemed to rush back into his heart ; a com- 
plete transformation took place in .lim, and the siniste? 
expression of his face, recalled to mind the hour of crime, 
when twenty years before he hai bargauied for the price of 
blood. 

"Now,*' said Fabian, looking sadly at me gold, as he 
thought that all these riches were not worth to him a smile 
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arlook frcm her who had disdained him, "I un len?tand ho\i 
these two i-ivers, in their amiu.al rise, and by their torrents 
that descend from the Misty JVIoiui tains, covering this nar- 
row valley, bring down gold with them ; the position of tlr> 
valley is perhap? unique in all the world.'* 

But the Spaniard heard him not. Riches which the rongl 
lesson he had rccoived, and the life of independence anil 
savage happiness he had enjoyed, had taught him during the 
last ten years to disdain — suddenly resumed their tenibl* 
influence over his soul. 

** You could not have imagined, could you, Pep6,'» con- 
tinued Fabian, "that so much gold could be collected in one 
place? I, who have been so long a gold-seeker, could not 
have imagined it, even after all I had heard." 

Pep6 did not reply ; his eye wandered eagerly over the 
blocks of gold, and cast a strange glance on P^abian and oi 
Boiu-Rose. The latter, standing in his favourite attitude. 
Lis arm resting on his rifle, amidst all these treasures, looked 
only at what was dearest to him — the young man restored to 
him by heaven. Pep6 had before him, on one side, his old 
somitanion in danger — ^in a hundred different battles they 
nad uttered their war-cry together, like those brothers in 
arms in ancient chivalrio times, who fought always under the 
game banner — ^who shared cold, hunger, and thirst together. 

On the other side, the young man, partly orphaned by hit 
orime^a crime which had occasioned him remorse through 
so many years — the love and sole thought of his only friend 
in the world ; and the demon of rapidity at his heart eflfac^d 
all these souvenirs, and he already began to think— 

A shudder passed through his fiame as strange thought? 
crossed his mind, A struggle took place within him, a 
struggle of the feelings of youth with the mere noble oneM 
developed by the life of nature, where man seems brought 
tear to God ; but this straggle wa« short : the old outlaw 
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d5jappeared, and thore remained only the man purifiti) t»7 
repentance and solitude. Still kneeling on the ground, 
Pep6 had closed his eyes, and a furtive tear, unperceived by 
bis companions, stole from his eyes, and rolled down his 
trcnzed cheeks. 

" Senor Don Fabian de Mediana 1" cried he, starting u 
** you arc now a rich and powerful lord, for all this gold 
belongs to you alone." 

So saying, he advanced and bo.wed respectfully to Fabian, 
who appeared somewhat surprised by the manner of his 
salutation. 

" God forbid," cried Fabian, " that you, who have shared 
the peril, should not share the treasure. What do you say, 
Bois-Uose ? do you not rejoice to become in your old age 
rich and powerful ?" 

But Bois-Rose, unmoved before all the riches, contented 
himself with shaking his head, w^liile a smile of tenderness for 
Fabian testified to the only interest that he took in that niar< 
velloufl spectacle I 

" I think like Pep6," said he, after a pause, ** what c^uld 
I do with this gold that the world covets ? If it has for us 
an inestimable value, it is because it is to belong to you ; the 
possession of the least of these stones would take away in 
our eyes from the value of the service we have rendered ycu 
But the time for action has arrived ; for certainly we are not 
alone in these solitudes." 

Pep6 now began to pull aside the branches, but scaroelj 
hftd he entered the valley when the sound of a gun was diV 
tinotly heard. In a moment his voice reassm'ed his inxidus 
comrades." 

** It is the devil," cried he, " forbiding us to encroach on 
his domains ; but at all events it is a devil whose aim is not 
in&Uible." 

Beforo entering the valley Bois-Rose and Fabian rma 
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lt«ir eyes to the top of the hill, whence the si ot as well »i 
the voice had proceeded. But the remains of the fog at that 
moment covered the top of the roc^, and all three rushi-J 
•iimultaiieously towards the isolated mass where they believed 
tV.eir enemy to be hidden. The sides, although steep, wci* 
covered with brushwood, which rendeied them easier tc 
ilimb ; but it was a dangerous attempt, for the fog pr^ 
vented them from seeuig what enemies were above. Fabiim 
wished to go first, but the vigorous arm of the Canadian held 
him back, and meanwhile Pep6 was half-way towards the 
Bummit. Bois-Rose followed, begging Fabian to keep 
behind him. 

Pep6 mounted boldly, undismayed by the foes that might 
be concealed behind that mass of vapour, and soon disap- 
peared under the mist. A cry of triumph soon warned hia 
friend? that he had arrived in safety. Both hastened to join 
him, but found no one on the rock except Pepe himself! Just 
fts, disapiMjinted at their want of success, they were preparing 
to descend again, a sudden gust of wind drove off the fog, 
and allowed them to see to a distance. To the right and left 
the plain presented the most complete picture of the deseii 
in its dreary sadness. They beheld arid steppes over which 
whirled clouds of sand, a burnt and sterile ground, every- 
where silence, everywhere solitude. At some distance off 
two men on horseback were seen advancing towards th« 
rock, but at the distance at which they were, it was imposst 
ble to distinguish either their dress or the colour of then 
?kin. 

"Must we sustain a new siege neref" said Bois-Ruse 
" Are these white men or Indians ?" 

** \Miite or red, they are enemies,'' said Pep€. 

While the three friends bent down, so as not to be ob- 
served, a man, until then invisible, c4iutiously entered tht 
lake. He lifted wUh care the fioating leaves of the water 
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lilies, and forming of them a shelter over dis xead, remameci 
motionless, and the sur&ce of the lake goon after appeared 
as if undisturbed. This man was Cuchillo, the jackal, who 
led by his evil destiny, had ventured to hunt oii the ground 
of the lion. 



CHAPTER XLVIL 

THS PimiSHMSNT OF TANTALUS. 

Cuchillo, after reaching the mountains, had halted. H« 
had not forgotten the appearance of the place, and his heart 
trembled with fear and joy. After a few minutes he looked 
around him more calmly. It was then dark, and when he 
arrived at the rock, the damp vapours from the lake enveloped 
with a thick veil both the valley and the tomb. The sound 
of the watei-fall put an end to his uncertainties ; he remenv 
bored that it fell into a gulf dose by the golden placer. 

He had dismounted his horse, and sat down to wait foi 
daylight ; but scarcely had he done so when he bounded up 
as though bitten by a serpent. A fatal chance had led him 
to sit down on the very spot where he had struck Marco€ 
Arellanos, and quick as lightning, every detail of the mortn) 
ftiiuggle passed through his mind. However this feeling of 
lerror was of short duration. 

In that part of Amenca, superstition has not established 
Cls empire as in the old countries of Europe, where the even 
ing mists give to objects fantastic aspects, and tend natu. 
rally to reflections upon the supernatural. Frv^m this arises 
the sombre poesy of the north, which has peopled our land 
with ghosts and phantoms. In the American solitudes poo- 
pie £)ar the living more than the dead, and Cuchillo had toe 
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mnoh to fbar from men to waste many thougLts upon the 
ghost of Arellanos, and he had Boon quite banished tL« 
thought from his mind. 

Although he felt nearly certain that no one had seen him 
leave the camp, or had followed him, he resclvtd to dual 
the rock and look out over the desert. The twv^ puies, wJioti 
sombre vordive crowned the summit, appeared luarveliouslj 
fit to shelter him from the eyes of the Indians should any be 
near. As he advanced, however, he could not resist taking 
a glance at the valley ; for a sudden fear took possession of 
his mind : \\ as it still untouched as he had Icfl it ? 

One glance reassured him. Nothing was changed in the 
valley ; there were still the heaps of the shining metal. 

The traveller, devoured with thirst in the sandy desert, 
does not more gladly catch sight of the oasis at whose wateri 
he desires to drink than did Cuchillo the sight of the gold 
gleaming through the leaves of the trees. 

Any other man would have hastened to seize as much of it 
as he could carry, and make off with his booty. But with 
Cuchillo, cupidity was a passion carried to its utmost limits ; 
and before seizmg it, the outlaw wished to feast his eyes on 
the treasure of which he had dreamed for two years, and for 
which he would not hesitate to sacrifice the lives of «'U1 hit 
companions. After some moments of ecstatic cont€ mplition, 
Cuchillo led his horse forward by the bridle, and havmg lied 
him to a tree, in a defile where the animal would be hidden 
from all eyes, he himself mounted the rock. 

Arrived there, he looked around to assure himself thut ut 
was alone. He was soon satisfied, for at that moment neither 
of the other two parties were visible. Assured by the sUenoo 
that reigned around, he looked towards the cascade. The 
water, which seemed as it fell tci form a curve of rur.ning 
silver, opened at one place, and displayed a block of gold, 
»parkliiig in the rays of the 8ur. The most enormous cocos 
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nut that ever bung on a treo did not surpass this bleak u 
si^e. Continually washed by the spray of the cascade^ thii 
gold appeared m all its brilliance, as if ready to escapi free* 
the silica which held it, and thus perhaps for centuries thii 
%iu.<^'s ransom had hung menacingly over the abyss I 

At the sight of this block, which looked as though it migin 
be seized by stretching out his hands, a thrill of joy passes 
through Cuchillo's heart; and hanging sjver the precipice 
with extended ai*ms, he gave utterance to the cry which had 
been heard by the three hunters bek w. 

Soon, however, a spectacle, that Cuchillo was far from 
expecting to witness, drew from him another cry, but this 
time of rago. lie had seen a man, possessor like himself of 
the secret of the valley, treading with profane foot on the 
treasure that he had believed wholly his. Bois-liose and 
Fabian were hidden behind the trees; and thinking that 
Pep6 was alone, Cuchillo had fired at him, without taking 
time for a proper aim, and thus Pe[>e had escaped the ball 
that whistled past him. 

It would be impossible to paint his rage and stupefaction, 
when hidden behind the pine trees, he saw two men join 
Pep6, especially when in one of them he recognized the terri- 
ble hunter whom he had seen engaged with the tigers ai 
Poza, and in the other, Fabian, who had akeady twice escaped 
bis vengeance. A mortal fear chilled his heart ; he almost 
fell to the ground. Must he again fly from that Golden 
ITalley, from which fate seemed always to drive him ? 

Lucky for Cuchillo, the fog had hidden him from his ene- 
mies, and by the time they had reached the top he had 
descended on the opposite side — ^after having just cauglit a 
glance of Don Estevan and his companion in the dists/uce. 
Here was a fresh subject of fear and surprise for Cuchillo, 
who, gliding like a serpent along the rocks, hid himself as 
we have seen^ amid the Iraves of the watei ilies, to await the 
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denonemont of. this strange adventure. Hidden froni aK 
oyes, he held himself in readiness to profit by the approach* 
uig conflict between Don Estevan and Fabian, and a shudder 
of diabolical joy mingled with that caused by tlie gold ; h« 
ras like the rapacious bird which awaits the issue of thf 
battle to seize upon its prey. K the three hunter& xen 
victorious ho had little he thought to fear from Fabian, who 
was still in liis eyes Tiburcio Arellanos. The lower clase of 
Mexicans think little of a blow with the dagger, and ho 
hoped that the one he had given might be pardoned, if he 
were to throw the blame upon Don Estevan. If this last 
remained master of the field, he trusted to find some plausible 
excuse for his desertion. He decided therefore upon lettmg 
them begin the struggle, and then, at the decisive moment, 
ghould come to the assistance of the strongest. 

While Cuchillo was endeavouring to console himself by 
these reasonings, Bois-Rose was able to distinguish the com- 
plexion of the new comei-s. 

**They ai'e fiom the Mexican camp," said he. 

** I foresaw," said Fabian, " that we should have the whole 
troop on our hands, and be caught like wild horses in a 
stockade.'' 

** Hush 1" said Bois-Rose, ** and trust to me to protect you. 
Nothing yet shows that there are any others behind, and in 
any case we oould not be better placed than on this rock ; 
from here we might defy a whole tribe of savages. Besideii 
ire do not yet know that they will stop here. Both of yon 
erouch down. I shall watch thenu" 

So saying, he lay flat down, hiding his head behind the 
■tones which surrounded the top like turrets, but without 
XNiing sight of the horsemen. They began now to hear the 
sound of the horses' feet on the plain. The old hunter saw 
them stop and converse, but could not hear what they were 
•aying. 
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^ Why this halt, Diai?" said Don Estevan, iropiktmUy 
^ we have lost time enough already." 

'^Prudence exacts that we should look about ns b^rt 
proceeding. The knave may be hidden about here, as wt 
bave tracked him up to the rock ; he may not be alone, %mi 
we have everything to fear from hinu" 

Don Estevan made a gesture of disdain. 

^ Ah 1" said Bois-Rose, in a low voice, ^^I recognize Don 
Estevan, or rather D<m Antonio de Mediana, who is at last 
in our power.'' 

^Don Antonio de Mediana 1 Is it possible? Are you 
sure?'' cried Fabian.' 

•*Itishe,IteUyou.»» 

**Ah! now I see that it was the hand of Qod which 
brought me here. Shade of my mother, rcjoicol" cried 
Fabian. 

Pep6 kept silence, but at the name of Don Antonio, hatred 
shone also in his glance. Ue i*aised his head, and his eye 
seemed to measure the distance between him and the object 
of his vengeance, but even the long rifle of Bois-Rose could 
scarcely reach them at such a range. 

**Donot rise up, Pep6I*' cautioned the Canadian; "yot 
win be seen.** 

" Do you observe any others behind ?" inquired Fabian. 

"No one; from the point where the river dividefl to this 
place I see no living being ; if^" added he, after an instant H 
pause, ** that black mass that I see floating on the river bs 
only the trunk of a tree — ^but at any rate it is floatmg awaj 
fromus.** 

"Never mind that," said Fabian, "describe to me >ivi 
man who accompanies Don Antonio ; perhaps I shall reoog 
size him.'' 

* He is tall and straight as a cane ; and what a beautifU 
horse he ridrts *^' 
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* A bftj hone? and ham he gold lace on his hat| an! a in« 

" rredsoly." 

^It ia Pedro Dias. Now it would be a cowardice not Vy 
ihow oorselTes, when heaven sends us Don Antonio ahnosi 
ilone,»» 

^^I^atienoe," said Pep6; **I am as interested as you are 
m not letting him escape, but haste may ruin all When 
one has waited for twenty years, one may easily wait a 
fow minutes longer. Are you sure they are alone, Bois- 
Kose f»» 

** Tlie saod iirhirls down there, but it is only the wind that 
is stinipg it. They are alone, and now they stop and look 
about them.>> 

So saying, Bois-Rose rose slowly, like the eagle who 
a^tatos before completely unfolding his wings — ^those power, 
fid wings the rapid flight of which will soon biing him down to 
the plain* 

*' Seiior Don Estevaii," said Pedro Diaz, ^* I think we should 
return to the camp.'' 

Don Antonio hesitated a moment. The.counsel was good, 
but it was too late to follow it. 

Fram the top of the rock the three hunters watdied thdr 
STcr)' movement. 

" It is time," said Bois-Rose. 

" 1 must take Don Antonio alive,*' said Fabian. ** Arrange 
iiAt, and I care for nothing else." 

BoisRoBC now rose to his full height, and uttered a cry 
nhich struck on the cai*s of the new comers. They uttered 
in exclamation of sui-prise, which surprise was still fiirthei 
^creased at sight of the gigantic Canadian upon the rock. 

" Who are you, and what do you want ?" cried a voice, 
vhich Fabian recognised as that of Don Antonio. 

**I shall tell you,'' replied the hunter; "it will recaO W 
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you a traih — ^nerei contested either in my country or in th« 
desert — ^tbat the grotind belougs to thd first occupants ; w« 
were here before you, and are the sole mas^f rs of this place. 
We therefore wish one of you to retire with a good graoe^ 
tnd the other to surrender liimsel^ that we may teach him t 
leoond law of the desert, ' blood for blood,* *' 

** It is some anchorite whose brain is turned by solitude,* 
•aid Pedro Diaz ; ^^ I shall terminate the conference with a 
bullet from my rifle.** 

"Nol" cried Don Estevan, stopping him, " let n& see first 
how far this folly will go. And which of us is it, friend,** 
continued he, with an ironical air, " to whom you wish to 
teaoh this mw ?" 

** To you,** cried Fabian, rising. 

" What 1 you here 1** cried Don Estevan with mingled rage 
and surprise. 

Fabian bowed. 

"And hero am I, who have been following you for the 
last fortMght,** said Pep4, "and who thank God for the 
opportunity of paying' off a debt of twenty year*s stand* 
ing.** 

" Who are you?** asked Don Estevan, trying to remember 
who it was, for years aud difference of costume had altered 
the aspect of the old coast-guardsman. 

" Pep6 the Sleeper, who has not forgotten his residence at 
Ceuta.** 

At this name, which explained Fabian*s words at the 
bridge of Salto de Agua, Don Estevan lost his air of 
contempt. A sudden presentiment seemed to wain him 
that his fortunes were waning, and he cast aroimd him an 
anxious glance. The high rocks, which on one side sliut in 
the valley, might protect him froni the fire of his enemies ; 
a short space only separated him from their foot, and pru 
dence counselled him to fiy there, but his pride forbade hira 
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^ Well thenl»» cried he proudly after a pause, "revenge 
fourself on an enemy who disdains to fly.'* 

•* Have we not said that we wish to take you alive t^ t% 
plied Pep6, coldly. 



CHAPTER XLVHL 

THB KINO-MAKBB ▲ CAPTIVB. 

Ik the whole course of his adventurous' life, Don Estevan 
Lad never been in such danger. The plain offered him no 
protection against the rifles of liis enemies — two at least of 
whom had an infallible eye and steady aimr— and who had 
also the advantage of an impregnable position, and turrets oi 
rock behind which to intrench themselves. Don Estevan did 
not conceal from himself the extent of his danger; but 
neither did his courage give way. 

" Let us have done with this trifling," cried the sonorous 
Voice of Bois-Rose, whose generosity made him averse to 
profit hj his advantages, and who scrupled always to shed 
blood if he could avoid it, " You have heard that we wish 
no harm to any but your chie^ and you must make up your 
mind to let us take hinu Retire then willingly, if you do not 
wish us to treat you as we intend to treat him." 

** Never !" cried Diaz, *' shall I commit such a cowardice I 
Ton are the first comers ; so be it ; we will yield the ground 
lo yon, but Don Estevan must be allowed to go with me." 

** We refuse," oried Pep6 ; ** we particularly want the mfto 
you call Don Estevan." 

*• Do not oppose the justice of God," added Fabian ; " youi 
\b only that of man. We give you five minutes Xe 
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reflect, after which our rifles and our good iAnscsball deddc 
between us.*' 

^^ You have but two minutes to decide," said Bois-Bose 
" listen to me and avoid needless blo^»abiicd.** 

Mediana kept silence and presei*\'ed Lis bftughty air 
Unshakeable in his notions of chivalric honour, Pedro TJism 
resolved to die with the chie^ whose life he believed to be 
io precious to his country. lie consulted Don Estevan bv a 
look. 

'* Return to the camp," said the latter ; " abandon tc hia 
fate a man henceforth useless to your cause, and come back 
to avenge my death." 

Diaz was not to be moved, but gradually drew his horse 
closer to Don Estevan, and when their knees touched, with 
his face still turned towards his enemies, he murmured, with 
scarcely a movement of his lips : 

** Keep steady m your stirrups, have your horse ready, and 
let me act." 

Don Estevan made dgns with his hand as though to de- 
mand a truce ; but he had taken a desperate determination. 

"Bend down Fabian; he is going to fire," cried Bois- 
Rose. 

" Before my mother's murderer P Never !" cried Fabian. 
Quick as thought, the hand of the Canadian giant on his 
»houlder, forced liim down. Don Estevan vainly sought for 
in aim for his double barrelled piece. He could so^. nothing 
but the formidable rifle of Bois-Rose directed towards him, 
although in obedience to Fabian's wishes, Bois-Rose would 
not finish the combat by striking his foe to the ground. 

Witl as much courage as agility, Diaz now jumped up 
behind Don Estevan on his horse, and throwing his anua 
around him to steady him after the shock, seized the bridle, 
tmned the animal round, and galloped off, covering with hit 
body, as with a buckler, the chief whose life ho was willfai^ to 
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•tTO at the expense of his own. Wliile Fabian at d l*ep^ 
rnshed down the rock, at the i*isk of breaking their necks, 
Bois-Rose followed the movements of the horse glancing 
along the barrel of his rifle. 

The two men appeared to make but one body : the back Qt 
the horse and ihe shouldera of Diaz were the only objects al 
which Bois-Rose could aim ; only now and then the hea4 ol 
the animal was visible, Tc sacrifice Diaz would be a useless 
murder ; and Don Estevan would still escape. A moment 
more and the fugitives would be out of range ; but the Cana- 
dian was of that class of marksmen who lodge n ball in the 
eye of a beaver, that he may not injure its skin ; and it was 
the horse he wished to aim at. For a single moment the 
head of the noble animal showed itself ^itirely — ^but that 
moment was sufficient; a shot wa« beiurd, and the two 
men and the death-striken horse rolled over together on the 
ground. 

Bruised by the violence of tlwlr fall, both men rose with 
difficulty; whUe, their poigmurds in their teeth, and their 
rifles in their hands, Fabian and Pep6 advanced upon them. 
BoioRose followed with great gigantic strides, loading 
his rifle as he went. When he had finished^ he again 
stopped, 

Pedro Diaz, devoted to the last, rushed towards the gun 
irhich had &llen from Don Estevan's hands, picked it up, Mid 
returned it to bim. 

^ Let xm defend ourselves tc the last I** cried hc^ drawing 
4 Is long knife, 

Don Estevan steadied himself and raised his piece, unde 
died for a moment whether to aim at Fabian or at Pepfi*, 
but Bois-Rose was watching, and a bullet from his rifle broke 
the weapon of the chief in his hands, just where the barrel 
joins the stock, and Don Estevan himself, losing /iis balance^ 
fell forward on the sand. 
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**At last, after twenty years!** cried Pep6. ludliiiig io 
wards him, and placing his knee upon his breast. 

Don Estevan vainly tried to resist; bis arm, benumbed 
by the \'iolence of the blow which had broken his gnn, 
re-fused its service. In an instant Pep6 had untied the 
woollen scai-f which was wound several times round his body, 
Ai)d bound with it the limbs of his enemy. Diaz could offer 
no assistance, for he had himself to defend against the atUicki 
of Fabian. 

Fabian scarcely knew the Indian fighter ; he had seen him 
only for a few hours at the Hacienda del Venado ; but the 
generosity of his conduct had awakened in the heart of the 
young man a wann sympathy, and he wished to spaie his 
liie. 

"Surrender, Diaz!'* cried he, parrying a dagger bkw 
aimed at him ; but Diaz resolved not to yield, and for the 
few minutes during which Pepc was engaged in binding D^a 
Estevan, there was a contest of skill and ability between him 
and Fabian. Too generous to use his rifle against a man 
who had but a dagger to defend himself with, Fabian tried 
only to disarm his advei*sary; but Diaz, blinded by rage, 
did not perceive the generous efforts of the young man, who, 
holding his rifle by the barrel, and using it as a club, tried 
to strike the arm which menaced him. But Fabian had to 
deal with an antagonist not less active and vigorous than him- 
•elf. Bounding from right to left, Diaz avoided his blows, 
Mid just as Fabian believed he was about to succeed, Ijc 
(eund himself striking in the air, and the knife menacing him 
afresh, Bois-Rose without waiting to reload, ran up to 
put an end to the struggle— in which Fabian's generosity 
placed him at a disadvantage — and Pepe, having fast bound 
his enemy, advanced also. 

Thus menaced by three men, Diaz determined not to die 
without vengeance. He drew his arm back, and made f 
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rapid thnist at Fabian; but the latter had beeii careiii)!} 
watching the movement, and his rifle met the murdering 
weapon on its way. The dagger fell to the ground ; and 
Pepe, seizing Diaz round the body just as Fabian struck 
him, cried, "Fool I must we kill you, then? If n^l, .vi»a| 
•hall we do with you ?" 

** What you have done to that noble gentleman," K»»lied 
Diaz, pointing to Don Estevan. 

" Do not ask to share his fate," said Pepe ; " that nian*i 
days are numbered." 

*' Whatever his fate is to be, I wish to share it," cried 
Diaz, vahily trying to free hhnself. "I accept from you 
neither quarter nor mercy." 

" Do not play with our anger I" said Pepe, whose passions 
were roused ; " I am not in the habit of offering mercy 
^wico." 

"I know how to make him accept it," said Fabian, picking 
up the fallen knife. " Let him go, Pepe ; with a man like 
Diaz, one can always come to terms." 

Fabian's tone was so firm, that Pep6 opened his armi 
and loosened the iron grasp in which the Mexican wai 
bound. 

"Here, Diaz," said Fabian, "take your weapon, and laten 
to me." 

So saying, Fabian advanced and off^ired him his knife 
without any attempt at guarding himself. Diaz took the 
weapon, but his adversary had not presumed too for ; at the 
heroic simplicity of Fabian his anger vanished on the instaoi 

** I listen," said he, flinging his knife to the ground. 

** I knew it would be so," replied Fabian, with a smile, 

** You interposed unknowingly between crime and the jusi 
vengeance which pursued it. Do you know who is the man 
for whom you wish to expose your life ? and who are those 
who hai e ppaied *t ? Do you J^ncw whether or not we havt 
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the right to demand from him, ^hom yon doubtless knoti 
only aa Don Estevan, a terrible account of the past ? Replj 
honestly to the questions that I shall put to you, and tliec 
decide on which side justice lies.'* 

Astonished at these words, Diaz listened in silence, and 
Fabian went on : 

** If you hjid been bom in a privileged class, heir to a greai 
fortune ; if a man had taken from you your foitune and yooi 
name, and reduced you to the rank of those who have to work 
for their daily bread, should you be the fi-iend of that man ?»• 

** No, I should be his enemy." 

**If that man, to destroy the last souvenir of your birth 
had murdered your mother, what would he deserve from 
you?*» 

" Blow for blow — blood for Vlood.'* 

**If, after a long and difficult pursuit, fate had at last 
delivered the spoiler into your hands, what wouhl you do? ** 

** I should think myself guilty towards God and man if I 
•pared him.*' 

^* Well, then, Diaz," cried Fabian, " there is a man who 
has taken from me my name, my fortune, and murdered bij 
mother ; I have puraued this murderer and spoiler — fate hai 
delivered him int*') my hands, and there he Ties !" 

A cloud passed over the eyes of Diaz at the wght of ti.e 
dhief whose doom was thus pronounced, for the sciitiirient 
i>f inexorable justice that God has implanted in the heart of 
xnan told him that Don Estevan merited his fate, if Fabian 
rpoke truly He sighed, but offered no rcjily. 

Wliilo these events were taking place in the midst of the 
plain, the actors of the scene might have observed Cuohillo 
raise with precaution the leaves which covered his htad, cast 
an eager glance on the Golden Valley, and then glide out o< 
the lake. Covered with mud, and his garments streaminj^ 
with water, they might have m^jst^ken him for one of the evil 
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s)>irit8 "whom the Indians believed to dwell in these sohtadea, 
liut their attention was completely absorbed bj ybat wa* 
taking place among themselves. 



CHAFTSR XLIX. 

THB TWO ICBDIANAS FACB TO FAGB. 

Pkdbo Diaz speedily roused himself from the deep dei 
pression and astonishment which had for a moment over- 
powered him. 

" According to the rules of war, I am your prisoner,'* said 
he, raising his head, '* and I am anxious to know your deck 
siou concerning me/' 

" You are free, Diaz,'* replied Fabian, " free without con- 
ditions.'' 

" Not BC 1 not so !'* said the Canadian, quickly interrupt* 
ing him. " We must, on the contrary, impose a rigorous 
condition upon your liberty.** 

*' What is it ?** asked the adventurer. 

" You have now, in common with us,** replied Bois^Bose^ 
^ become possessed of a secret which we have long since 
imown. I have my reasons for wishing that the knowledge 
of this secret should expire with those whose evil destiny 
makes them acquainted with it. You only,'* added thu 
Canadian, '' will be an exception to the rule, because a bi*ave 
man like yourself should be a slave to his word, I demand, 
then, before restoring you your liberty, a promise apon yout 
honour, never to reveal to human being, the existence o^ 
the Golden Valler.*» 
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'^I never indulged aiiy hope in iicquiring this treasuie,* 
replio3 the noble adventurer, in a melancholy tone^ ^' beyond 
that of the freedom and aggrandizement of my country. Th€ 
9ad fate which threatens the man, to whom I looked for th« 
realization of my hopes, proves to me that in both cases I 
have entertained a delusive dream. Even should all tht 
riches of the Qolden Valley remain forever buried in thes6 
deserts, what would it avail me now ? I swear then, and you 
may rely upon my honour, that I shall never reveal its exist- 
ence to a living soul. I shall try to forget that I have ever, 
for an instant, beheld it." 

*• It is well," said Boi^i-Rose, ** you are now free to go.** 

*' Not yet, with your permission," replied the prisoner, 
•* In all that has taken place, there is a mystery which I do 
not seek to penetrate — but — '* 

*• Carramba I it is very simple," answered Pepe. " Tliis 
young man,** said he, pointing to Fabian — 

" Not yet, Pep6,** replied the latter solemnly, making a 
Bgn to the hunter to postpone his explanations. ^^ In tlie 
court of justice which is about to be convened — ^in the pre- 
ience of the Supreme Judge (Fabian pointed to hei^ven), 
by the accusation as well as the defence, all will become 
clear to Diaz, if he vrilL remain a short while with us. In tha 
desert, time is precious ; and we must prepare ourselves, by 
meditation and silence, for the terrible deed which we ar€ 
BOW compelled to accomplish.*' 

^* I am most anxious to obtain pt^rmission to stay. I do 
Dot know if this man be innocent or guility ; but, I do know 
that he is the chief whom I have freely chos^^n ; and I wib 
remain with him to the last, ready to defend him against -yo^- 
at he cost of my own life^ if he is innocent — ^rct«dy to bovi 
before the sentence which condemns him, if he is guilty." 

" Be it 80,*> rejoined Fabian. " Tou shall near and judgf 
for yocrwlt" 
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••Thin man is of noble birth," continued Diaz, sadiy, *** and 
be lies yonder in the dust, bound like the meanest criniini^.'' 

"Unloose nim, Diaz!" replied Fabian, '*but do not en- 
deavour to shield him from the vengeance whicli a son must 
daim for his mother's murderer. Require from him a p'O^ 
mise that he will not attempt to escape ; we shall rely upon 
you in this matter." 

"I pledge my honour that ho will not do so," said tha 
adventurer, ** nor would I assist him in the attempt." And 
Diaz, as he ssdd this, proceeded towards Don Estevan. 

In the mean time Fabian, oppressed by sad and anxioul 
thoughts, seated hiiaself at some distance, and appeai*ed t€ 
dpplore his unfortunate victory. 

Pep6 turned away his head, and for awhile stood as if 
attentively observing the mists as they floated above the crestf 
of the mountains. 

Bois-Rose reclined in his usual attitude of repose, while 
his eyes, expressive of deep anxiety, were centred upon 
the young man, and his noble physiognomy seemed tc 
reflect the clouds which gathered upon the brow of liis 
beloved prot^gd. 

Meanwhile Diaz had rejoined the prostrate captive* 

Who can guess how many conflicting thoughts crowded 
opon the mind of the Spanbh nobleman, as he lay upon the 
ground ? His expression retained as much pride as when ii. 
Lis more prosperous days he had imagined the possibility of 
ooaqucring, and bestowing, a throne upon the deposed heir o( 
the Spanish monarchy. At the sight of Diaz, who, he believed 
had abandoned his cause, an expressioi of deep melancholy 
came over his counteaance. • 

♦*Do you come as an enemy, or a fiiend, Diaz?" said 
he. ** Are you one of those who take a secret pleasure in 
^ntemplating the humiliation of the man whom, in the dayi 
of his prosperity, you, like others, would have flattered ?" 
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**I sun one of those who flatter only the feiUen^** rep^'^ 
>iar, *' and who are not offended by the bitterness of speech 
rhid is dictated by great misfortune." 

As he uttered these words, which were confirmed by tht 
^ejection of his manner, Diaz hastened to remove the cordn 
rith which the captive's arms were bound. 

**I have given my word that you will not endeavour to 
ji^upe the &te, whatever it may be, which awaits you at the 
baads of these men, into whose power we have laiien by 
an unlucky chance. I believe you have not even thought of 
flight.»» 

" Ard you are right, Diaz," replied Don Estevan ; " but 
can you ^aess what &te tkese fellows have reserved for me ?" 

<* They tslk of a murder to be avenged, of an accusation, 
and a judgment." 

** A judgment !" replied Don Antonio with a haughty and 
bitter smile, '* iLey may assassinate, but they shall never judge 
mo." 

^*In the formti case, I shall die with you," said Diaz, 
simply, *^ in the latUr — ^but of what use is it to speak of that 
which cannot oef you are innocent of th«>t crime of wiich 
they accuse you ?" 

^*I have a presentiment of the &te which awsuts me,** 
replied Don Estevan without answering the adventurer^ 
mterrogation. " A faithful subject will be lost to his king — 
Don Carlos the First. But you will carry on my work ? yoa 
n ill restore the prosperity of Sonora. You will return to ths 
Senator Tragaduros — he knows what he has to do, and you 
^rill support him ?" 

"Ah I" cried Diaz, sadly, "such a work cannot be at- 
tempted but by you. In your hands I might have proved a 
powerful instrtmient; without you I shall sink uito insig. 
nificant obscurity. The hope of my country expires witl^ 
you.'» 
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During this interval, Fabian and Bois-Rose had quitted th« 
ipot where the preceding scenes had so rapidly taken place 
They had reached the base of the pyramid. It was there 
that the solemn assizes were to be held, m which Fabian aul 
the Duke de Ai'mada were about *.- act the paits of juogt 
ind ciiiuinal. 

Pep6 made a sign to Diaz; Don Estevan saw and un(lh> 
•tood it. 

" It is not enough to have remained a piisoner," said Dia« 
^ you must meet your fate ; the conquered must obey the 
conqueror — come !" 

As Diaz ceased speaking, the Spanish nobleman, armed 
with the pride which never deserted him, approached the 
pyramid with a firai step. Pep6 had rejoined his two com- 
panions. 

Don Estevan's looks, as be advanced, displayed a dauntless 
composure equally removed from bravado or weakness — 
which won a glance of admiration from his three enemies — 
all of them excellent judges of courage. 

Fabian rose and stepped forward to meet his noble pri- 
soner, A few paces behind, Diaz also advanced — hia 
head bowed low, and his mind oppressed by gloomy 
thoughts. Everything m the manner of the conquerors cor 
vinced \un that, on this occasion, right would be on the side 
of power. 

" My Lord of Mediana,** said Fabian, as, with head unoc v- 
wed, he paused a few steps in advance of the noble Spaniud 
ulio had approached hhn, "you perceive that I recogniae 
Tou, and you also know who I am." 

Tlie Duke de Armada remauied upright and motionlee^ 
without responding to his nephew's courtesy. 

*' I am entitled to keep my head covered in the presence 
cf the King of Spain; I shall use that pnilege with you," 
116 replied; ^'also I claim the right cf remaining silent 
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when I tlimk proper, and shall now czcrcisc that ligM if it 
please yon." 

Notwitlistanding this liaught 7 reply, the younger son M 
tiie Mcdianas could not but reineniber how he, a treniblhig 
and weeping child, had, twenty years before, in the castle of 
Elanchovi quailed beneath the glance of the man whom bf 
now j^resumed to judge. 

The thnid eaglet had now become the eagle, which, in lU 
turn, held the prey in its powerful talons. 

The glances of the two Medianas crossed like two swords, 
and Diaz contemplated with mingled astonishment and respectj 
the adopted son of the gambusino Arellanos, suddenly trrns- 
formed and raised above the humble sphere in which he had 
for an instant known him. 

The adventurer awaited the solution of this enigma. 
Fabian armed lumself with a pride which equalled that of th€ 
Duke de Armada. 

"As you will," said he, ** yet it might be prudent to re- 
member, that here the right clidmed by power is not an empty 
boast." 

" It is true," replied Don Antonio, who, notwithstanding 
his apparent resignation, tremV fed with rage and despair at 
the total fidlure of his hopes. " I ought not to forget tliat 
you are doubtless inclined to profit by this right. I shall 
answer your question then when I tell you that I am aw^are 
'of but one &ct concerning you, which is that some demw 
has inspired you continually to cast some impediment in tht 
way of the object I pursue — ^I know " 

Here rage stifled his utterance. 

The impetuous young man listened with a changing coun' . 
tenance to the words uttered by the assassin of his mother 
and whom he even now suspected was the murderer of hii 
adopted father. 

Tndy it is the heroism ^f moderation, at which those wh<Q 
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io not know the slight value attached to human lift) in (h« 
deserts, cannot be suliiciently astonished — for here law cannot 
touch the offender — ^but the sliort space of time Av^hich Lad 
elapsed since Fabian joined Bois-Rose was sufficient, hndm 
the gentle influence of the old hunter, to calm his fecliugi 
immeasuribly. 

He was no longer the yotmg man whose fiery passions wer# 
llie instruments of a vengeance to which he yielded blindly. 
lie had learnt that power should go hand in hand with jus 
tice, and may often be combined Tilth mercy. 

This was the secret of a moderation, hitherto so opposed Ut 
bis temperament. It was not, however, difficult to trace, 
In the changing expression of his countenance, the efforts he 
had been compelled to make to impose a restraint upon bis 
anger. 

On his side, the Spanish noble concealed his pas»on unoor 
the mask of silence. 

*• So then," resumed Fabian, " you know nothing mere of 
me f You are not acquainted either with my name or rank f 
I am nothing more to you than what I seem ?" 

^^An assas^, perhaps I" replied Mediana, turning his 
back to Fabian to show that he did not wish to reply to hut 
question. 

During the dialogue which had taken place between 
thO/Se two men of the same blood, and of equally imoon- 
querable nature, the wood-rangera had remained at soma 
iistance. 

^Approach," said Fabian to the ei-carabinier, "and say,** 
added Le, with forced calmness, " what you know of me to 
lliis man whose lips have iared to apply to me a name which 
he only desei-ves." 

If any doubt could still have remained upon Don Estevan^t 
mind with regard to the intentions of those into whose lianda 
he luid fiftJen, iJiat donbt must have disappeared when hi 
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beheld the gloomy air with which Pep6 oame forwaid n 
obedience to Fabian's command. 

The viflible exeition he made to repress the rancorous feel 
!ng8 which the sight of the Spanish noble aroused in hizai 
filled the latter with a sad presentiment. 

A (Rhudder passed tlirough the fiame of Don Estevan, but 
he did not lower his eyei| and by the aid of hb invincibla 
pride, he waited with apparent calmness until PepS began to 
•peak. 

"Parrambal" exclaimed the latter in a tone which he tried 
in vain to render agreeable. " It was certainly worth while 
to send me to catch sea-fish u|>on the borders of the Medi- 
terranean, so that, at the end of my journey, 1 might, three 
thousand leagues from Spain, fall in with the nepb^^w whose 
mother you murdered. I don^t know whether Don Fabian 
dq Mediana is inclined to pardon you, but for my part," added 
he, striking the gi'ound with the butt end of his rifle *^l have 
iwom that I will not do so." 

Fabian directed a haughty glance towards Pep6, na though 
to conmiand his submission ; then addressing himself to the 
Spaniard : 

^* My Lord of Mediana, you are not now in the presonot 
of assassins, but ot judges, and Pep6 will not forget it." 

" Before judges I" cried Don Antonio ; " my peers only 
possess the right of judgment, and I do not leeognize as such 
$ malefactor escaped from jail and a beggarly usurper who 
Idias assumed a title tc which he has no right. I do nd 
fii knowledge here any other Medians than myself and have 
(herefo99 no reply to make." 

" Nevertheless I must constitute myself your judge," said 
Fabian, ^'yet believe me I shall be an impartial one, mnoe I 
take as a witness that God whose sun shines upon us, when 
iwear that I no longer entertidn any feelings ot auimom^ of 
ftAtred againii* yoo." 
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There was so much truth in the manner with ^hieh Fabian 
pronounoed these words, that, for an instant, Don Estevan^s 
•countenance lost its expression of gloomy defiance, and wa^ 
even lit up by a ray of hope, for the Duke de Armada reool* 
fected that he stood face to face with the heir for whcia, in 
kis pride, Le had once mourned* It was therefore in a ]«■ 
ieTei*o tone that he asked — 

** Of what crime am I then accused ?" 

•* You are about to hear," replied Fabian« 



CHAPTER L. 

LTKCH LAW. 

On the frontiers of America there exists a terrible law, yet 
it is not this clause alone which renders it so — ^^ Eye for ey^, 
tooth for tooth, blood for blood." The application of this 
law is evident in all the ways of providence, to those who 
observe the course of events here below. " He who kills by 
the sword shall perish by the sword," says the gospel. 

But the law of the desert is terrible by reason of ihf 
majesty with which it is invested, or claims to be invested. 

Tliis law is terrible in common with all laws of blood, and 
the more so, idnce those who have recourse to it usui p t 
power which does not belong to them,"' inasmuch as the 
injured party constitutes hirrself ju^ge of his own lause, ami 
executes the sentence which he himself has pronounced. 

Such is the so-called " Lynch law." 

In the central pails of America, white men as well as 
tndians execute this law with cruel severity against each 
oiher. Civilized communities adopt it in a mitigated form 
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•1 applied to capital ponishment, but the untatored inhiliii 
^ants of tlie desert continue to practise it with the saina 
rigour wliich belonged to the first ages of mankind. 

And may wo not here make the remark, that the simiUtada 
if feeling on this point, between the white man and the 
mvages, casts a stain upon the former which for his own 
konour ke sliould endeavour to wipe out f 

Society bas provided laws for the protection of all men. 
The man who amongst us should assume the right of judg- 
ment, and take the law into his own hands, would thus vio- 
late it, au<l fall under the jurisdiction of those whom society 
has appouited to try, and to condemn. 

We are not without a hope that at some future time, ai 
civilization advances, men will allow that they who deprive a 
cu]j)r]t of that life which none can recall, commit an act of 
sacrilege hi de dance of those divine laws which govern the 
universe and take precedence of all human decrees. 

A time will come, we would fain believe, when our laws 
may spare the life of a guilty man, and suffer him to atone 
for his errors or his crimes ^ly repentance. Such a law 
would respect the life whio! can never be restored ; and 
wliile another exists which r ists an irretrievable stain upon 
our honour, there would Ik a law of restoration capable of 
raising the man sanctified l^y repentance to the dignity which 
piunshinent would have prevented his attaining. 

'There is more joy In heaven," says the gospel, " over a 
miner who repents, than a righteous man made perfect." 
Why then are not human laws a counterpart of these divine 
lecrees ? 

Now, however, liberty is the only boon which society con 
fers upon him whose misfoitunes or whose crimes have 
deprived him of it, 

Misfoitunes did we not say ? Is there not in truth a hiw 
wluoh assimilates the criminal tvitL the upright thougk 
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faDfoWent debtor, uid compels him to the same &te in pri« 
non? 

8c much for this subject. Let us now return to the iynck 
law of the desert. It was beibre a tribunal without appeal, 
and m the presence of self-constituted judges, that Doa 
Antonio de Mediana was about to appear. A court assem- 
bled in a citj, with all its impodng adjuncts, could not have 
surpassed in solemnity the assizes which at thb moment were 
convoked in the desert, where three men represented human 
justice armed with all its terrors t 

We have described the singular and fantastic aspect pre- 
sented by the spot, in which this scene was to be enacted. 
In truth, the sombre mountains, veiled in mist, the mysteri- 
ous subterranean sounds, the long tufts of human hair agitat- 
ed by every breath of ^nnd, the skeleton of the Indian 
horse exposed to view, all combined to endue the place with 
a strange unearthly appearance in the eyes of the prisoner, 
so that he almost believed himself under the influence of 
lome horrible dream. 

One might have imagined himself suddenly transported 
mto the middle ages, in the midst of some secret society, 
where previous to the admission of the candidate, were, dis- 
played all the t*error8 of the earth, as a means of proving his 
courage. 

All this however was here a fearful reality. 

Fabian pointed out to the Duke de Aimada, one of the f)at 
stones, resembling tombstones, which were strewed o^^er the 
piaitx, and seated himself upon anotlier so as to form with 
the Canadian and his companion a triangle, in which he occiv 
pied the most prominent position. 

** It \b not becoming for the criminal to sit in the presence 
of the judges," said the Spanish noble, with a bitter smile, ^ 
** I shall therefore remain standing." 

Fabian made no reply. 
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He wutevi until Dias, the only disinterestod wiU^as in tbii 
ooort of justico— had chosen a convenient place. 

The adventurer remained at some distance from the a»Ujrt 
in the scene, yet soffioiently near to see and hear all thai 



Fabian began : 

*^ You aro about to be told," said he, '* of what cnma yv 
are accused. Tou are to look upon me as the judge wIk. 
presides at your trial, and who will either coudenm or acquit 
you.'* 

Haying thus spoken he paused to consider. 

^*It will first be necessary to establish the identity of the 
oriminal. Are you in truth," he continued, *'i,hat Don 
Antonio, whom men here call the Count de MedianaV" 

"No,** replied the Spaniard in a firm voice. 

" Who are you then ?'* continued Fabian, *' in a mingled 
tone of astonishment and regi-et, for he repudiated the idea 
that a Mediana would have recourse to a cowardly subter- 
fage. 

" I toas the Count de Mediana,** replied the prisoner, with 
a haughty smile, "until by my sword I acquired other titles. 
At present I am known in Spain as the Duke de Armida. It 
Is the name I shall transmit to the descendant of my line 
whom I may choose as my adopted son.** 

The latter phrase, incidentally spoken by the ]>riso&tjr, 
proved in the sequel his sole means of defence. 

" Right,*' said Fabian, " the Duke de Armada shall hear 
of what crime Don Antonio de Mediana is accused. Speak, 
Bois-Rose ! tell us what you know, and nothing more.** 

The rough and energetic countenance of the gigantio 
descendant of the Norman race, as he stood motionless beside 
them, his carbine 8ii])i)oited on his broad shoulder, was ex. 
^^ressive of such calm integrity, that his appearance alone 
btniahed all idea of perjury. Bois-Rose drew huiiself up, 
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it^nly removed his fur cap, and in dcing 6^ lisco^erid bii 
€aH open brow to the gaze of ail. 

** i will only speak of what I know,*' said he. 

^ On a fo^^gy night, in the month of November, IS08, 1 
^M a sailor on boaid a French smugglmg- vessel called tb« 
Aikitrott. 

" Wo had landed according to a plan formed with the 
captain of the carabiniers of Elanchovi, on the coast of the 
tii\y of Biscay. I will not relate to yon,'» and here Pep6 
jould not repress a smile, ^^ how we were fired upon, and 
r^^pulsed from the shore where we had landed as friends. It 
a sufficient for you to know that when we again reached 
oui- vessel, I was attracted by the screams of a child, which 
seemed to come from the depths of the ocean. 

** These cries proceeded from a boat which had been aban« 
doned. 

•• I pushed out towards it at the risk of my own life, since 
a brisk fire was opened upon our ship. 

^ In this boat I found a lady murdered, and lying in her 
hiood. She was qiutc dead, and close to her was a little 
child who appeared to be dying. 

^I picked up the child — ^that child is now the man before 
00 ; his name is Fabian. 

** I took the child with me, and left the murdered lady in 
Ihe boat. I do not know wh': committed the crime, and 
have nothing further to say." 

As he finished speaking, Bou»-Rose again covered his head 
^d seated himself in silence. 

A mournful silence followed this declaration. 

Fabian lowered his flashing eyes for an instant to the 
ground, then raised them, calm and cold, to the face of the 
ex-C4irabmier, whose turn had now come to speak, 

Fabian was vrepared to act his terrible part, and tlic coun* * 
\BnhncB as> ^^\ as the attitude of the yo«mg man, thoiigb 
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elothed b rags, ezprcmed the nobility which ihara^erise^ 
an ancient; race, as well as the collected coolness of a jadgeb 
He cast an authoritative glance towards Pep6, and the ball 
Mvage trapper was compelled to submit to it in silence. 

Pep6 at length rose, and advanced a few paces, by his man^ 
Bcr showing a determination only to utter' that which hit 
conscience approved. 

** I understand you, Count Mediana," said he, addresibing 
Mmself to Fabian, who alone in his eyes had the right to 
assume this title. *^ I will try to forget that the man here 
present is the same who caused me to spend so many long 
years among the refuse of mankind at Ceuta. When 1 
appear before God he may require of me the words I h%r% 
spoken, but I should aga^n repeat them, Bor regret that thfljp 
had ever been uttered.*' 

Fabian made a gesture of approbation. 

"One night in the month of November, 1808," said he 
"When I belonged to the Royal Carabiniers in the service 
of Spain, I was on duty upon the coast of Elanchovi, whei 
three men disembarked from the open sea upon th 
beach. 

"Our captain had sold to one of them the right of landing 
in a forbidden spot. 

" I reproach myself with having been this man's accon^ 
plice, and receiving from him the price of sulpable neglect of 
my duty. 

" The following day it was discovered that the CountesB 
M ediana and her young son had left the castle during th€ 
eight. 

"The Countess wag murdered — the young Count wai 
■ever seen again. 

"A short time after, his uncle appealed at Elanchovi and 
daimed his nephew's fortune and titles. All was given np 
to him, and I, who believed that I had only sold my serricef 
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to fiiTOur an intrigue or m affair of BniaggiL g, found '.oat 1 
had been the accomplice of a murderer. 

" I upbraided the present Count Mediana before \vitne88oa 
and accused him of this crime. Five years' 'mprisonment at 
C^^uta was the reward of my presumption. 

** Here before another and more righteous tribunal, and ii 
Aa presence of God who is my witness, I again accuse tfeft 
man before me. I declare him to be the murderer of tht 
Countess, and the usurper of her son's titles. He was on« 
of the three men, who, during the night enterel b/ escalade 
the chateau which Don Fabian's mother never aga;n beheld, 

" Let the murderer refute the charge. I h* /e done." 

"You hear him ?" said Fabian, " what hav/ yod to say id 
your defence ?" 

A violent struggle between his conscieno. #iJJ bin pride 
look place in Mediana's breast. 

Pride however triumphed. 

** Nothing," replied Don Antonio. 

•* Nothing !" answered Fabian, "but yoi do not perhapn 
know what a terrible duty I have to ftilfil ?^ 

" I can imagine it." 

" And I,»» cried Fabian passionately, " shall not flinch ir 
socomplishing it. Yet, though my mother's blood cries out 
for vengeance, should you refute the charge, I would blesi 
you BtilL Swear to me then, in the name of Mediana, which 
we bear in common, by your honour and the salvation of 
your soul, that you are innocent, and I ehall be too haji{} tt 
believe you." 

Then, oppressed with an intolerable anguish, Fabiaa 
awaited his reply. 

But, gloomy and inflexible as the fallen archangel. Medi- 
ans was ffllent. 

At this moment Diaz advanced towar Is the judgeii Acd 
tha priaonir 
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^ I have listened," said he, ** with the ttm^si attentitm %• 
jjur accusation again Don Estevan de Arechiza, whom I 
also know to be the Duke de Armada ; may I express m; 
thoughts freely ?" 

"Speak I" said Fabian. 

•* One point seems to u.a doubtfiil. I do not know whethet 
Uie crime you attribute to this noble cavalier was committer] 
ty him ; but, admitting that to be the case, have you any 
right to condenm him ? In accordance with the laws of 0112 
frontier, wh^re no oourt may be held, it is only the nearest 
relatives of the victim who are entitled to claim the blood 
of the murderer. 

** Don Tiburcio's youth was passed in this country. I 
knew him as the adopted son of Marcos Arellanos. 

•* Who can prove that Tiburcio Arellanos is the son of the 
murdered lady ? 

" How, after so many years, can it be possible for this hun« 
ter, formerly a sailor, to recognize in the midst of these soli- 
tudes, the young man, whom as a child he beheld only for 
sn instant on a foggy night ?" 

*' Answer, Bois-Rose," said Fabian, coldly. 

The Canadian again rose. 

" I ought, in the first place, to state,*' said the old hunter, 
••thftt it was nut only for a few moments on a foggy night 
that I saw the child in question. During the space of two 
jroars, after having saved him from certain death, I kept him 
oa board the vessel in which I was a sailor. 

**The features of his son could not be more deeply im- 
pressedi upon the memory of a father than those of that child 
were on mine. 

** How then can you affirm that it is impossible I should 
recognize him ? 

•* When you are travelling in the desert, where there if 
00 beatec track, are you not guided by the course of streami| 
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iy the etiaracter of the trees, by the conformation ^f theii 
•ranks, hj the growth of the moss which clothes tLem, and 
bj the stars of heaven? and when at another season, oi 
even twenty years afterwards, should the rains have swelled 
{he streams, or the son have dried them up, should the ono« 
naked trees be clothed with leaves, should their tmnks hai t 
expanded, and moss covered their roots, even should the 
north star have changed its position in the heavens, and 
yon hgam beheld it, would you not recognize both star and 
stream ?" 

"Doubtless,** replied Diaz, ** the man w!io has experience 
in the desert, is seldom deceived,'* 

" When you meet a stranger in the forest, who answers 
you with the cry of a bird or the voice of an animal, which 
is to serve as a rallying signal to you or your friends, do you 
not immediately say, * This man is one of us ?' ** 

** Assuredly.** 

** Well, then ; I recognize the child in the grown man, just 
as you recognize the smaU shrub in the tall tree; or the 
stjream that once murmui*ed softly in the roaring and swollen 
torrent of to-day, I know this child again by a mode of 
q>eech, which twenty years have scarcely altered,** 

" Is not this meeting a somewhat strange coincidence ?''* 
interrupted Diaz, now almost convinced of the Canadian's 
rcracity. 

"God,'* cried Bois-Rose, solemnly, " who oonmiands thi 
breeze to waft across the desert the fertilizing seeds oi th i 
male palm to the female date-tree — God, who confides to 
the ^ind wliich destroys, to the devastating torrent, or to 
the bird of passage, the grain which is to be deposited a thou- 
land miles from the plant that produced it — ^is he not also 
able to send upon the same path two human beings made in 
tia image ?" 

Dial was silent a moment ; then lArmg nothing more U 
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adyanoe in oontradiction to the Canadiai's truthful irorda 
whose honest manner of speech carried with it an irrcsistihli 
oonyiction, ho turned towards Pep6 : 

^'Did you," said ho, *^aIso recognize in Arellanos* adoptee 
diild, the Countess de lilcdiana's son ?*' 

* It would be impossible for any one who ever saw bi# 
■lother long to mistake him. Enough I let the Duke a« 
Armada contradict as." 

!>on Antonio, too proud to utter a falsehood, oould not 
deny the truth without degrading himself in the eves of his 
accusers, unless he destroyed the only means of defence to 
which his pride and the secret ^ish of hb heart &lHwed Lim 
lo have recourse. 

" It is true," said he, " that this man is of my ovti blood. 
1 cannot deny it without polluting my lips with a L^, and an 
untruth is the offspring of cowardice." 

Diaj5 inclined hb head, regained his seat, and was nlent. 

" You have heard," said Fabian, " that I am indeed th« 
■en of the woman whom this man murde»*ed ; therefore I 
claim the right of avenging her. What then do the Viws ot 
the desert decree ?" 

" Eye for eye," said Bob-Rose. 

** Tooth for tooth," added Pep6. 

"Blood for blood," continued Fabian; **a death for • 
death ^ 

Then ho rose, and addressing Don Antonio in me^mred 
ftooents, said : " You have shed blood and committed mur* 
der. It shall therefore be done to you as you have done to 
oihers. Ood commanded it to be so." 

Fabian drew his poignard from its sheath. The sur was 
shedding hb first rays upon the scene, \ad eveiy object nasi 
a long shadow upon the ground. 

A bright flash shot from the naked blade which thf 
f ounger Mediana held in hb hand. 
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Fabiftn buricMl its ]. oint in the sand. 

The shadow of the poignard far excecQcJ ts ijngtt^ 

"The sun," he said, "shall determine how mu ./ momei>ti 
fou have to live. When the shadow disappears you shal 
»f pt ar before God, and my mother will ue a\ engod.^ 

A deatlilike silence succeeded Fabian's last words, who, 
overcome with long suppressed emotions, fell, rather than 
fioated himself upon the stone. 

Bois-Rose and Pep6 both retained their seats. The judges 
■nd the crinunal were alike motionless. 

Diaz perceived that all wa«\ over, but he did not wish to 
take any part in the ezeeullon of the sentence. 

He approached the Duke do Armada, knelt down before 
him, took his hand and raised it to his lips* 

** I will pray for the salvation of your soul,*' sjud he, in a 
low tone. " Do you release me from my oath ?" 

" Yes,*' replied Don Antonio, in a firm voice } " go, and 
may God bless you for your fidelity I" 

The noble adventurer retired ?h silence. 

His hoinse had remained at some short distance. 

Dias soon reached it, and holding the bridle in bit 
hands, walked slowJy towai-d the spot where the river 
forked. 

In the meantime the sun followed its eternal course — the 
shadows gradually contracted — the black vultui'es flew in 
circles above the heads of the four actors in the terribte 
drama the last scene of which was now drawmg near. From 
the depths of the Misty Mountains, shrouded in vapour, might 
be heard, at intei*vals, dull rumbling soimds, like thunler, 
followed by distant explosions. 

Pole, but resigned, the unfortunate Count de Mediana 
remained standing. Buried in deep reverie, he did not ap- 
pear to notice the continually decreasing shadow. 

All exterior objects vanished from las sight. His thoiigbu 
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wore diTided between the past which no ongec oonoemed 
him, and the future he was about to enter. 

However, pride still struggled within him, and he maii^ 
lained an obstinate silence^ 

" My Lord Count," said Fabian, who was willing to try a 
ImM chance, **in five minutes the poignard will have ceased 
io cast a shadow.'' 

•* I have nothing to say of the past,** replied Don AntonU\ 
•*I must now think only of the future of my race. 

**Do not, therefore, misjudge the sense of the words I aiu 
about to speak. Whatever may be the form in which it may 
oome, death has no power to terrify me." 

** I am listenings" said Fabian gently. 

•* You are very young, Fabian," continued Mediana, " and 
the thought of the blood that has been shed will theretbre be 
■o much the longer a burthen to you." 

Fabian's countenance reveidcd the anguish of his feelings. 

*• Why then so soon pollute a life which is scarcely begun ? 
Why refuse to follow a course which the unlooked-fOr favour 
.>f Providence opens to you ? Uere you are poor, and with- 
>ut connections. God restores you to your family, and, at 
Axe same moment confers wealth upon you. The inheiitance of 
four race has not been squandered by me. I have for twenty 
years borne the name of Mediana, at the head of the Span- 
ish nobles, and I am ready to restore it to you with all the 
honours I have conferred upon it. Accept then a fortune 
which I joyfully restore to you, for the isolation of my life is 
b^thcnsome to me ; but do not purdiase it by a crime, for 
which an imaginary act of justice cannot absolve you, and 
H hich you will repent to your last hour." 

Fabian replied, 

*' A judge who presides at his trilnmal must not listen to 
the voice of nature. Supported by his conscience, and thi 
servica he renders to society, he may pity the criminiu 



LYNCH LAW. 399 

though hifl duty reqtdre8 that he ahall sX)nde7iD lim. In thii 
iolitude, these two men and .ayself represent 'S'Tnian j aslice. 
Hefiite the crime attributed to you, Don Antonio, and I sliaU 
be the happiest of us two; for tkougb I shi^ dder to a"cu9# 
you, I cannot escape the Mai mission ^2Ldt. searea ijLi ia 
|K)sed upon me." 

" Consider well, Fabian, and remember thai a is i.ot pai 
don, but oblivion, for which I su^. Thanks to that oblU l a 
it re^ts with you to become, in my adopted son, the princely 
*jeir of the house of Mediana. After my death my title wiD 
expire.** 

As he listened to these words the young man became 
deadly pale ; but spuming in his heai-t the temptation held 
out to him, Fabian closed his ears to that voice which offered 
him so large a share of the riches of this world, as though 
he had but heard the light whispers of the breeze amid the 
foliage of the trees. 

•* Oh, Count Mediana, why did you kill my mother ?" cried 
Fabian, covering his £ice with his hands; then, glancing 
towards the poignard planted in the sand, ^ My lord of 
Armada,** he added, solemnly, ^ the poignard is without a 
shadow I** 

Don Antonio trembled in spite of himself as he then re> 
called the prophetic threat, which twenty years before the 
Countess de Mediana had compelled him to hear. 

" Perhaps,** she had said, "the Grod whom you blasj)hem« 
will ordain, that in the heart of a desert, untrodden by tlis 
foot of man, you shall find an accuser, a witness, a judge^ 
and an executioner ** 

Accuser, witness, and judge were all before him, but who 
was to be the executioner ? Ilowever, notliing was wanting 
for the accomplishment of the dreadfid prophecy. 

A nobe of branches, suddenly torn apart, was heard at thit 
Boment 
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The momont after, a man emerged from Uie luashw^.id hit 
habiliments dripping with water and soiled with mud. It wtm 
Cuchillo. 

The bandit advanced with an air of imperturbable oool- 
icOMi IhougL he a])peared to limp slightly. 

Not one of the four men, so deeply absorbed in their tsir» 
lerrible reflections, showed any astonishment at his presence 

^^Carrambal you expected me then?*' he <;rledj "and 
yet I persisted in prolonging the most disagreeable bath J 
have ever taken, for fear of causing you all a surprise, for 
which my self-love might have suffered " (Cuchillo did not 
allude to his excursion in the mountains) ; " but the water oJ 
this lake is so icy that rather than peiish with cold, I would 
have run a greater risk than meeting with old friends." 

*^ Addled to this I felt a wound in my leg reopen. It was 
received some time since, in feet, long ago, in my youth. 

•* Seiior Don Estevan, Don Tibm*cio, I am your very hum- 
ble servant." 

A profound silence succeeded these words. Cuchillo began 
to feel that he was acting the part of the hare, who takes 
refuge in the teeth of the hounds ; but ho endeavoured by 
a great show of assurance to make the best of a position 
which was more than precarious. 

The old hunter alone glanced towards Fabian, as though 
lo ask what motive this man, with his impudent and sinistei 
Bianner, and his beard covered with greenisii mud, could offer 
for thus intruding himself upon them. 

** It is Cuchillo," said Fabian, answering Bois-Rosc^s look 

•* Cuchillo, your unworthy servant,'* continued the bandit, 
• who has been a witness to your prowess, most worthy 
hunter of tigers. Decidedly," thought Cuchillo, *' my pres- 
ence is not so obnoxious to them as I should have supposed.'* 

Then feeling his assurance redoubled at the reception he 
had met ^ith, which thougu cold and silent as that witl 
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which erery new oomor is received in die V^mt if death) 
fiiU gare him ooorage to say observing the severe expresdoi 
on €vory face : 

** Pardon me, gentlemen I I observe yon liave ba^cess b 
kand, and I am perhaps intruding; I will retire. Tbcro am 
nomecta when one does not like to be distoibed ; I ki ou ti 
bj expciience." 

Saying tliese words, Cuchillo showed his intention of oroff 
icg a second time the green indosnre of the valley of gol l^ 
when Bois-Rose's rough voice arrested him. 

^* Stay here, as you value the salvation of your soul, master 
Cuchillo,'' said the hunter, 

** The ^ant may have heard of my intellectual resources," 
thought Cuchillo. "They have need of me. After all, 1 
would rather go shares with them than get nothing ; but 
without doubt this Golden Valley is bewitched. You allow, 
master hunter," he continued, addressing the Canadian, and 
feigning a surpiise he did not feel at the aspect of his chie^ 
•*Ihavea ^ 

An imperious gesture from Fabian cut short Cuchillo's de* 
mand. 

^ Silence I" he said, ^* do not distract the last thoughts of 
a ChrisUan who is about to die." 

We have said that the poignard planted in the ground no 
longer cast a shadow. 

** My I«ord of Mediana," added Fabian, " I ask you onot 
•gain, by the name we bear, by your honour, and the salva- 
tion of your soul, are you innocent of my mother's murder ?^ 

To this lofty interrogation, Don Antonio replied without 
relaxing his haughty demeanour — 

" I have nothing to say , to my peers alone I aUow Ha 
right of judgment Let my &te and yours be accocn 
plished." 

**6od sees an J ^aars ipe." said Falaan. Then taking 
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Ouohilloaiide: ^A solemn tentenoe has heen passed .i|ioa 
this maiii'* said he to him. ^*We, as the insli-uincnlB of 
hmnaD justice in this desert, command you to be his execn 
tionen The treasures contamed in this valley wU lemuna' 
rate you for undertaking this terrible duty. May you nevei 
sommit a more iniquitous act!'' 

^One cannot live through forty years without having t 
few little peccadilloes on one's conscience, Don T^buroiD. 
However,! shall not the less object to being an executioner j 
and I am proud to know that my talents are estimated at 
their real value. You promise, then, that all the gold of thb 
valley shall be mine P" 

* All — ^without excepting the smallest particle." 

^ Carramba I notwithstanding my well-known scruples, h 
is a good price, therefore I shall not hesitate ; and if at th« 
same time there is any other little favour you require of me^ 
do not distress yourself—- it shall be done cheaply." 

That which has been previously said explains Cuchillo'v 
unexpected ai)pearance. 

The outlaw, concealed upon the borders of the neighbour- 
ing lake, had escaped through the prologue which preceded 
the fearful drama in which he was about to perform a part. 
Taking all things into consideration, he saw that matten 
were turning out better than ho had expected. 

However he could not disguise from himself the fact that 
there was a certain amount of danger in Ills becoming the 
executioner of the man who was aware of all his crimes, and 
who could, by a single word, surrender him to the implaca- 
ble justice enforced in these solitudes. 

He was aware that to gain the promised recompense, ar.d 
to prevent Don Antonio from speaking, it would be necessary 
first to deceive him, and ho found means to vhispei in ths 
ear of the prisooar— 

*^ Fear nothing — i am on your nde. 



The fpectatora of this terrible Bceiie mtuntuned a pro 
found flilence, under a feeling of awe experienced ^y each of 
them. 

A deep dejection of spirit had, in Don Fabian's case, sno- 
oeeded the energetic exercise of his will, and his face, bowed 
towards the earth, was as pale and as livid as that of the man 
apon whom ho had pronounced aenience of death. 

Bois-liose — ^whom the frequent dangers which belonged tc 
the life of a sailor and a hunter, had rendered callous to the 
physical horror with which one man looks upon the destruc- 
tion of his fellow — appeared completely absorbed in the con- 
lemplation of this young man, whom he loved as a son, and 
whose dejected attitude showed the depth of his grief. 

Pe|>6, on his side, endeavoured to conceal under an 
jiipenetrable mask the tumultuous feeling resulting from his 
now satisfied vengeance. Ue, as well as his two companions, 
remained silent. 

Cuchilllo alone — whose sanguinary and vindictive nature 
would have led him to accept gratuitously the odious office 
an executioner-— could scarcely conceal his delight at the 
tiioughts of the enormous sum he was to receive for the 
wicked service. 

But in this case, for once in his life, Cudhillo was to assiH 
In an apparently legal proceeding. 

^* Carraniba !" ho ejaculated, taking Pepfi's carbine from 
kirn, and at the same time making a sign to Don Antonio ; 
^ this is an affair for which even the judge of Arispe himself 
H oald be soiry to grant me absolution.** 

He advanced towards Don Antonio. 

Pale, but with flashing eyes ; uncertain whether in Cuchilio 
e beheld a saviour or an executioner, Don Estevan did not 
tir. 

** It was foretold ihat I should die in a desert ; I am, what 
fou are pleased to call, ooBvicted and condemned. Qod has 
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referred for me the infinite disgrace of dying by the hand 
of thiB man. I forgive yon Fabian ; bat may not this bandit 
prove as fifttal to your life, as he will be to that of youf 
&ther'g brother, as he was — ^^ 

A cry from Cnchillo — a cry of alarm, her? intorxupted tki 
Duke de Armada. 

^To arms I To arms I yonder come t\\e, Indians!'* cria4 
he. 

Fabian, Bois-Rose, and Pep6 roshed to seize their rifietk 
Cnchillo took advantage of this short, instant, and sprang 
towards Don Antonio. The latter, wi'h his neck stretdied 
forward, was also examining the wide extent of the plain, 
when Cnchillo twice plnnged the poigrard into his throat. 

The unfortunate Mediana fell to the ground| voinitii g forth 
torrents of blood. 

A smile relaxed Cuchillo's lipi: Don Anlonio had carfiid 
mH of the world the secret which he dreaded. 
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CHAPTER LL 
IHX juDaMxiTT or aoD. 

Am IiuUiM* of «tapor sacceeded to tbe murder sc criddonlj 
•6«x>mpliBhed. Don Antonio did not stir ; Fabian seemed U 
Ibiget that the bandit had only hastened the execution of tbt 
•etitence which he himself had pronounced. 

" Wretch !'• cried he, rushing towards Cuchillo, with the 
barrel of his carbine in his hand, as though he did not deign 
(o raise it0 butt against the executioner, 

• Therei there !*• said CuchUlo, drawing back, whilst Pepfi, 
insrt ' ' to acquit Don Antonio^s murderer, interposed 
bdilfOOa uis.. 'Wou are as quick and passionate as a fight- 
bg-ood^ Mi SiiMur «« '^^ instank to sport your horns, like a 
joung bulL Iba In^ii^^ - '^ too busy ebewhere to trouble 
themselyei »boat ua^ Jt WAe «. .. . ^n^^em oi ^VW| to enable 
me more speedily to render JM Htx. a-^-"^ servu required 
of me. Do not Uierefbre be ^msrateftl i Ki., ' ^ i. admit 
H7 you were just now a nephen, oo«t xarndBenM^ eii^^m 
bered with an uncle ; you are DoUei yoa are goneron | joe 
would have regretted all your life that you had not nardoned 
that uncle ? By cuttmg the matter short for you, i L&re 
taken the remorse upon myself; and so the affitir is enabd.** 

^The rascal knows what he is about, imdoubtedly,'' rei 
marked the ex-carabinier, 

vmr^ op^B beiiiff oo txi^ and QpOB haTing some notion of 
XoMMiiMS S bare takn joor double iDov 
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mine. When I take a fitncy to people^ I sacrifice inyielf fot 
them. It ia a &ult of mine. Whou I saw, Don Tiburoio^ 
that y^>u had so generously pardoned me the blow — the 
scratch 1 inflicted upon yet — I did my best to deserve it 
the rest, must be settled between me and mj conscience." 

** Ah 1'* sighed Fabian, ^* I had hoped yet to have beea 
iLle to pardon Aim/' 

^* WLy trouble yourself about it t" said the ez-carabinier 
** Pardon your mother's murderer, Don Fabian I it would 
have been cowardice! To kill a man who cannot defend 
himself^ is, I grant, almost a crime, even after five years* 
imprisonment. Our friend Cuchillo has saved us the embar- 
rassment of choosing : that is his afEadr, What do you say, 
Bois-Uoso ?» 

^ With proofs such as those we possess, the tribunal of a 
city would have condemned the assassin to atone for hia 
crime ; and Indian justice could not have done less. It was 
God's will that you should be spared the necessity of slied* 
ding the blood of a white man. I say as you do, Pep6, it if 
(Juohillo's affair.'' 

Fabian inclined his head, without speaking, in acqnies« 
oence to the old hunter's verdict — as though in his own heart 
Qe could not determine amidst such conflicting thoughts, 
whether he ought to rejjice, or to grieve over this onox* 
pected catastrorbe. 

N0vertheIess, % shade of bitter regret overspread his co iii- 
ionance ; but accustomed, as well as his two companionai to 
•oenes of blood, he assented, though with a sigh, to dieif 
inexorable logic. 

IiL the meantime, Cuchillo had regained all hia audacity 
things were taming out well for him. 

lie cast a glance of satisfied hatred npon the cor}Nie of hfaa 
who could never more speak, and muttered in a low voioe : 

^^ Why trouble one's self about human destiny? — fct 
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twenty yeais past, my life lias depenVei upjn aolbing more 
than the absonco of a tree." 

Then addrcssbg himself to Fabian : 

"It is, then, agreed, that 1 lave rendered you a greafc 
semce. Ahl Don Tiburcio, you must resolve to remain in 
lay debt, I think generously of furnishing you with tht 
means of discharging it. There is immense wealth yonder j 
therefore it would not do for you to recall a promise give® 
to him who, for your sake, was not afraid — for the first time, 
let me tell you — ^to come to an open rupture with hi*» cott 
icience." 

Cuchillo, who, notwithstanding the promise Fabian had 
made — to satisfy bis cupidity by the possession of the gold, 
— knew that to make a promise, and to keep one, are two 
iitferent things. He waited the reply with anxiety. 

" It is true ; the price of blood is yours," said Fabian to 
the bandit. 

Cuchillo assumed an indignant air, 

" Well, you will be magnificently recompensed," continued 
the young man, contemptuously ; " but it shall never be said 
that I shared it with you : — the gold of this place is youi'a." 

** All ?" cried Cuchillo, who could not believe his ears, 

"Have I not s:iid so ?" 

• You aro mad I" exclaimed Pep6 and BoisRose, sunol* 
tsneously ; ^ the folic w would have killed him for nothing!^ 

** You are a god I" cried Cuchillo ; " and you estimate my 
icruples at their real value. What i all this gold ?" 

^ All, including the smallest particle," answered Fabian, 
iolemnly: '*! shall have nothing in common with you-* no 
tven this gold.** 

And he made a sign to Cuchillo to leave the ground. 

The bandit, instead of passing through the hedge of cotton- 
trees, took the road to the Misty Mountains, towards the spoi 
where his horse was ^tenod. 
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A few minuteB aflorwards he returned with I113 scrape ir. 
hill hand. lie drew anide the interlaclog branches whicb 
shut ill the valley, and soon disappeared from Fah/ian's tight, 
The 8im, in tlic midst of his course, poured down a flood n/ 
ligiit, causiug the gold spread over the surface of the 7alli|' 
^e shoot forth innumerable rays. 

A tdiudder passed though Cucliillo's veins, as he once nior 
b^^bekl it 

His heart beat quick at the sight of this mass of wealtK 
lie resembled the tiger which &Iling upon a sheepfold cannot 
determine which victim to choose, lie encompassed with a 
haggard glance the treasures spread at his feet ; and little 
was wanting to induce him, in his transports of joy, to roll 
himself in these floods of gold. 

Soon, however, restored to calmer thoughts, he spread hi§ 
mantle on the sand ; and as he saw the impossibility of car- 
rying away all the riches exposed to his view, he cast aroun') 
him a glauce of observation. 

In the meantime, D^iz, seated at some distance on the 
plain, had not lost a single detail of this melancholy scene. 

He had seen Cuchillo suddenly appear, he had imagined 
the part he would be required to fulfil, he heard the banditti 
ery of false alarm, and even the bloody catastrophe of tht 
drama had not been unseen by him. 

Unt^ then he had remained motionless in his place, monm 
ti;g over the death of his chief, and the hopes which thai 
id&th had destroyed. 

Cuchillo had disappeared from their fidght, when the three 
hunters saw Diaz rise and approach them. 

Ue ridvanced with slow steps, like the justice of God^ 
whose instrument he was about to become. 

His arm was passed through his horse's bridle ; and hit 
(ace, clouded by grief, was turned downwards. 

Tne adventurer cast a look full of sadness upon the Dak« 
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ie Armada lying in his blood ; death had n^i eff&odd from 
that eonnt /nance its look of unalterable pride 

" I do not blanae yoii," said he ; ** in your place 1 should 
have done the same thing. How much Indian blood hay a J 
ttlso not spilt to satisfy my vengeance I" 

" It is holy bread," interrupted Bois-Rose, passing his hand 
through nis thick grey hair, and directing a sympalhetio 
glance toward the adventurer. " rep6 and I can say that, 

for our part '• 

" I do not blame you, friends, but I grieve because I hav« 
seen this man, of such noble courage, fall almost before my 
eyes ; a man who held in his hand the destiny of Sonora. I 
grieve that the glory of my country expires with him." 

" lie was, as you say, a man of noble courage, but with a 
heart of stone. May God save his soul!" 

A convulsive grief agitated Don Fabian's breast. DLxi 
continued the Duke do Armada's funeral oration, 

•' lie and I had dreamed of the freedom of a noble pro- 
vince and days of splendour. Neither he, nor I, nor others, 
will ever now behold them shine. Ah I why was not I killed 
histead of him ? No on)o would have known that I had 
ceased to exist, and one champion less would not have com- 
promised the cause we served ; but the death of our chief 
ruins it for ever. The treasure which b said to be acoanitt 
lated here might have aided us in restoring Sonora ; for /( « 
do not, perhaps, know that near to this spot — " 
" We know it," interrupted Fabian. 
** Wefi^" contmued Diaz, " I will think no more about thii 
immense treasure. I have always preferred the life of an 
Indian, kiUed by my own hands, to a sack of gold dust." 

This conmion feeling of hatred towards the Indians still 
ftirther added to the sympathy which Bois-Rose had felt foi 
tbe disinterestedness and courage shown by Diaz. 
" We have failed at the onset,", continued Diaz, b a toiit 
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vt great bitternees, *'and all this through the &alt of a 
traitor whom I wish to deliver up to your jublice — n€A 
because ho deceived us, but because he has destroyed tb« 
iDstrument which God was willing to grant, ic >ider to mak4i 
my country a powerful kingdom." 

"What do you 8ay?»» cried Fabian; "is 1 Cuchillo o< 
whom you speak?'* 

"He traitor who twice attempted your life— the firat 
time at the Iladenda del Venado, the second in the noigb- 
bouring forest — is the one who conducted us to this valley 
ofgold.»» 

"It was then Cuchillo who told you the secret I was 
almost sure of it — but are you also certain?'* 

" As certain as I am that I shall one day appear before 
God, Poor Don Estevan related to me how the existence 
and position of the treasure became known to Cuchillo ; it 
was in assassinating his associate who had first discovered it 

" And now if you decide that this man who has twice at 
tempted your life deserves exemplary punishment, you h.-we 
only to determine upon it." 

As be finished these words, Pedro Diaz tightened hii 
horse's girths, and prepared to depart. 

" One word more I" cried Fabian, " has Cuchillo long poi 
sessed this grey horse, which, as you may be aware, has • 
habit of stumbling ?" 

" More than two years from what I have hoard." 

This last scene had escaped the bandit's observation, lae 
thicket of cotton-trees concealing it from his sight ; besidosi, 
he was too much absorbed in the contemplation of his trna. 
surcs to turn his eyes away from them. 

Seated upon the sand, he was crouched down amidst the 
innumerable pieces of gold which surrounded him, and he 
had already begun to pile up upon his scrape, all tho-t. he )■♦«? 
chosen, when Diaz Fnished his terrible re\-^latyin. 
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^Ahf it IB a fearful and fatal day," er 1 Fabian, in wliOM 
Kiiiid the latter part of this revelation left no room for doubt 
• What ouglit I do M'ith this man ? You, who both know 
vhat he has done with my adopted father, Pop6 — Boif- 
Iloso —advise me, for my strength and resolution are coming 
Bo an tad. I have experienced too many emotions for one 
lay/ 

*<Doe8 the vile wretch, who cut your father's throat, 
deserve more consideration than the noble gentleman, who 
murdered your mother, my son ?'* answered the Canadian, 
resolutely. 

" Whether it be your adopted father or any others who 
have been his victims, this brigand is worthy vf death," 
added Diaz, as he mounted upon his saddle, ^* and X aoandja 
him to your justice," 

" It is with regret that I see you dep&rt.'' swd Bois-Rose 
to the adventurer, " a man who like yourself is a bitter 
enemy to the Indians, would have been a companion whose 
society I should have appreciated." 

** My duty recalls me to the camp, which I quitted under 
the influence of Don Estevan's unhappy star," replied the 
adventurer, "but there are two things I shall never forget; 
they are, the conduct of generous enemies, and the oath T 
have taken never to reveal to a lining creature the ezistenoe 
tf this Golden Valley." 

As ho finished these words, the loyal Diaz quickly with 
(i/cw, reflecting upon the means of reconciling his respect 
for his word, with the care and safety of the expedition 
entrusted to hun by its leader, previous to his death. 

The three friends speedily lost sight of him. 

fhe sun shone out, and, glancing down from the Ooldes 
Valley, discovered CuchDlo, greedily bending over his trea 
lures, and the three hurte*^ ^oldmsr o^unAi] imiori^P^ tlv«i 
uAym ref^peotmg b^m 
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Fabian had lifitened in silence to Bois-Rose'A 2(I%'lce, aa 
well as that given by Diaz preyious to his dcpartiire ; and j>« 
only waited the counsel of the old cai*abinier. 

^Toa have taken,'' said the latter, in his turn, ^'a voW| 
from which nothing ought to release you ; the wife oi Arcrfi* 
.^11.08 received it from you on her death-bed ; you have h^ 
ansbaud's murderer in your power ; there is nothing here to 
denj it." 

Then, observing a look of anxious indecision in Fabian's 
oountenauce, he added, with that bitter irony which formed 
a part of his character : ^^ But after all, if tliis duty h so 
repugnant to you, I shall undertake it ; for not haviug the 
least ill will against Cuchillo, I can hang him without a 
scruple. You will see, Fabian, that the knave will not 
testify any surprise at what I am going to tell him. Fel- 
lows who have such a face as Cuchillo's expect to be hung 
•very day." 

As he concluded this judicious reflexion, Pep6 approached 
the green hedge, which separated them from the out- 
law. 

The latter, unconscious of all that had taken place around 
him— daaded, blinded, by the golden rays, which reflected 
the tun*s light over the surface of the valley — ^had heard and 
■een nothmg. 

With fingers doubled up, he was busied rummaging 
amongst the sand with the eagerness of a &mished jackk 
dismterring a corpse. 

^ Master Cuchillo i a word, if you please," cried i epA, 
drawing aside the branches of the cotton shrubs ; ** Master 
Cuchillo I" 

But Cuchillo did not hear. 

It was only when he had been caTied three times that h« 
iumed around, and discovered his excited countenance to 
lh« carabinier — after having, by a 8])ontaneous movement of 
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fOfipioioD, thrown a corner of his mantle over the gold he had 
•ollected. 

^^ Master Cachillo," resumed Pep^, " I heard yon a little 
while ago give utterance to a philosophical maxim, whUb 
gave mo the highest opinion of your character." 

^^ Come !" said Cuclullo to himself wiping the sweat from 
hie forehead, '* here is some one else who requires my mt 
vices. These gentry are becoming imprudent, but, p<^ 
LHos I they pay handsomely." 

Then aloud : 

^'A philosophical maxim P" sidd he, throwmg away dis- 
dainfully, a handful of sand, the contents of which would 
elsewhere have rejoiced a gold seeker. *^ What is it ? ] 
utter many, and of the best kind ; philosophy is my strong 
point." 

Pep6, on one side of the hedge, resting upon his rifle, in a 
fupcrb attitude of nonchalance, and the most imperturbable 
sang froid, and Cuchillo, on the other side, with his head 
stretched across the green indosm-e of the Uttle valley, lookeO. 
▼ery much like two country neighbours, for the moment chat- 
tmg &miliarly together. 

No one, on seeing them thus, would have suspected the 
ieiTible catastrophe which was to follow this pacific intercourse. 
The countenance of the ex-carabinier, only exhibited a gra* 
dous smile. 

** You spoke truth," replied Pep6. ** What mgnifies human 
ddstiny ; for twenty years past you say you have owed your 
Ife to the absence of a tree ?" 

"It is true," affirmed Cuchillo, in an absent tone, **for a 
k>ng time I preferred shinibs, but lately I have become reeoo' 
riled to large trees." 

"Indeed I" 

"And yet it is still one of my favourite maxims, thai a 
wise man must pass over many little inconveniences." 
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'Traa. And now I think of it,** addci Pep6, c]^^]^^! t 
^ there ail on the nimmit of yonder steep hiU, two nia^^iii 
fioent pine trees which project over the abyss, and whidb 
twenty yean ago, might have caosed you vei j soriooa 
anrioty,** 

^' I do not deny it; bat at present I am as easy about tf 
as if they were only oactns plants.** 

** Indeed !»» 

^^ Indeed i** repeated CnchiUo, with some impatience. *^ So 
then, you did me the honour to speak of me, and to what 
purpose?** 

*^ Oh i a ample remark. My two companions and myself 
had some reasons for suspecting that amongst these mouA 
tains a certain valley of gold was to be found ; but nevertho* 
less, it was only after long seeking that we found it. You 
also know it now, and even better than ourselves, since, 
unhesitatingly, and without losing an instant, you have ap» 
propriated to yourself, between wh^t you call a heap and 
what you have already collected, carramba-— enough to build 
a church to your patron saint." 

Cuchillo, at the recollection of the imprudence he had beea 
guilty of, and at this indirect attack, felt his legs give way 
under him. ^ 

^^ It is certainly my intention not to employ^this gold to 
any other pui-pose than a godly one,'* said he, concealin<t his 
anguish as well as he could. ^ As to the knowledge of this 
wonderlul valley, it is to — ^it is to chance that I owe it.'* 

" Chance always comes to the assistance of virtue,** replied 
i* ep6, coldly. "Well, in your place, I should not, nevc^ 
ihelesB, be without anxiety touching the vicinity of those twe 
^ine trees.** 

" What do you mean ?** cried Cuchillo, turning pale. 

'^Nothing — ^unless this may prove to you one of thoss 
trifling inconveniences, about which you just now said a num 
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tbonlj not tiouble himaelC Poi' Diosi ycu navo enougli 
tK>oty to rcuder a king jealons.'' 

^^ Biii I acquired this gold legitimately — I comniilted no 
mnrde/ to obtain it. Wbat I did was not worthless. Th« 
devil i I am not in the habit of killing for nothing/' cried 
Cnchillo, exasperated, and who, mistaking the carabinier'f 
intentions, saw only in his alarming inuendoes regret at hit 
defrauded cupidity. 

Like the sailor, who, overtaken by a storm, throws a pari 
of his cargo •verboard to save the rest, Cuchillo resolved 
with a sigh, to shun, by means of a sacrifice, the danger with 
which he was threatened. 

^* I again repeat to you," said he, in a low voice, *^ chance 
alonv. gave me a knowledge of this treasure ; but I don't wish 
to be selfish. It is my intention to give you a share. Lis- 
ten,'' he continued, ** there is in a certain place, a block of 
gold of inestimable value ; honest fellows should understand 
one another, and this block shall be yours. Ah I your share 
will bo better than mine." 

^^ I hope so," said Pep6 ; ^ and in what place have you 
reserved me my portion ?" 

**Up yonder 1" said Cuchillo, indicating the summit of th« 
pyramid. 

" Up yonder, near the pine trees ? Ah, master Cuchillo, 
kcw glad I am tx) find tb^t you have not taken my foolish Ut- 
ile joke amiss, and^thf«t these trees do not aiect you any 
tiore than if they wete i^ctus plants I Between ourselves, 
D*n TiburdO, whotn jou perceive to be deeply absorbe/l, u 
only regretting in rerJIty the enormous sum he has given yuti, 
foi a sei*vice which he could equally well b«ve periorroed 
himselfl" 

** An enormous sum i it was but a very fair price, and at 
my rate I should Lave lost it," cried Cuchillo, recovering a^ 
Yw habitual impudence of manner, on seeing the change thil 
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had taken place in the conduct and tone of ihf ar^mrft 
binier. 

** Agreed,** continued the latter ; " but in truth, he ma^ 
have re|>ented of the bargain; and I must avow that Ii* liQ 
oomnianded mo to blow your brains out, in ord«sr to ^et rid 
of you, I should be compelled to obey him. Allow me, then, 
to call him here so as to restore his confidence ; or, bettet 
■till, come and show me the poition, which your munificctice 
destines for me. Afterwards we each go our own way ; and 
notwithstanding all you have said about it, the share assigned 
to you will surpass all your expectations.** 

" Let us set oflf then,*' resumed Cuchillo, happy to see a 
negotiation — the probable result of which began to cause 
him serious uneasiness — termiiiate so satbfactorily for hini 
and, casting a glance of passionate tenderness ui>on a heap of 
gold which he had piled up upon his wrapper, ho set off 
towards the summit of the pyramid. lie had scarcely 
reached it, when, upon Pep6's invitation, Fabian and Boia* 
Rose began to ascend the steep on the other side. 

" No one can escape his fate,** said Pep6 to Fabian, ••and 
I had already proved to you that the rascal would testify no 
astonishment. Be that as it may, remember that you have 
■worn to avenge the death of your adopted &ther, and that 
in these deserts you ought to shame the justice of cities, 
where such crimes go unpunished. To show mercy towards 
such a knave is an outrage to society I Bois-Rose t I shall 
need the assistance of your arm.** 

The Canadian hunter, by a glance, interrogated him, for 
whom his blind devotion knew no bounds. 

** Marcos Arellanos craved pardon and did not obtain it,** 
said Fabian, nc longer undecided, ^* and as this man did to 
others, so let it be done to him.** 

And these three inexorable men seated themselves solenmiy 
apon the summh of the pyramid, where Cuchillo alreadj 
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Awiuted thenu At sight of the severe aspect of these whom 
he had inwardly so many reasons to dread, Cuchillo felt ail 
his apprehensions renewed. He endeavoured, however, to 
reoover his assurance. 

"Do you see,>* said he, pointing out behind ihe snet»t ol 
water, whose majestic torrent fc^^e&ed beside them, " the fSpo% 
where the black of grM sheds tx.'ti its da»jlmg rays ?** 

But the eyes of his judges did not turn in the direction he 
indicated. Fabian rose slowly ; his look caused the blood to 
curdle in the veins of the outlaw. 

" Cuchillo !'» said he, you saved me from dying of thiii^t, 
and you have not done this for one who is ungrateful. I have 
forgiven you the stab with which you wounded me at the 
Uacienda del Yenado. I have pardoned another attempt } gu 
made neai* £1 Sal to de Agua; also the shot which yon only 
could have fired upon us from the summit of this pyramid. 
I might, in short, have forgiven every attempt you have made 
to take away a life you once saved ; and with having pardoned 
yon, I have even recompensed you, as a king does not recom- 
pense the executioner of his justice." 

**I do not deny it; but this worthy hunter, who has in- 
formed me with a great deal of cii-cumspcction upon the 
delicate subject you wish to touch upon, ought also to iniorni 
you how reasonable he foimd me in the matter." 

" I have forgiven you," continued Fabian, " but there is 
one crime, amongst o^iera, from which your own conscienoe 
lught not to absolve you.'^ 

"There is a perfect understanding between my conscienoe 
and myself," resumed Cuchillo, with a graciously sinistei 
imile, "but it seems to me that we are getting away fron 
onr subject." 

"That friend whom you assassinate 1 in sucJi a cowardly 
maimer ^" 

^Disputed with me the profits of a booty« and fidth, the 
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eoiuromptioii of brandy was Y017 oonsidcrable,** Jitermf toJ 
Cachillo. ** But permit me ** 

««Do not pretend to misanderstand me!** cried FaUai^ 
irritated by the knave's impudence. 

Cachillo collected his thonghts. 

^^ If you allude to llo Tomas, it is an afiaur which wai 
never very well understood, but-—*' 

Fabian opened his lips to form a distinct accusation with 
Tfcfcrenoo to the assassinatioa of Arellanos, when Pep6 broke 
in— 

^ 1 should be curious," he said, ^* to learn the real facts con- 
cerning Tio Tomas : perhaps Master Cuchillo has not suffidcnt 
leisure to recollect himself^ wliich would bo a pity." 

" I bold it necessary," continued Cuchillo, flattered at the 
compliment, " to prove that men own such a susceptible con- 
science as mine; here then are the facts — My friend T^o 
Tomas had a nephew impatient to inherit his uncle's fortune ; 
I received a hundred dollars from the nephew to hasten the 
moment of his inheritance. It was very little for such a 
capital wilL 

*'It was so little that I gave 'Ko Tomas warning, and 
received two hundred dollars to prevent his nephew becom- 
ing hb heir. I committed a fault in — despatching the nephew 
without giving him warning, as I ought to have done, perhaps 
It was then I felt how inconvenient a quarrelsome oonsdeuce 
ike mine may become. I seized upon the only means of 
composition which was left me. The nephew's money was 
a continual remorse to me, and I resolved to get rid 
of it." 

"Of the money?" 

" Not so." 

^ And you despatched the uncle as well P'* eried Pepl. 

Cuchillo assented. 

^ From that time or v conscience had but little to reproMli 
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me with. I had gained three hundred dollar? by the mofll 
iQgeniotiB integrity." 

Cuchillo was yet amiling, when Fabian exclaimed — 

" Were yon paid for assassinating IMarcos Ai'ellanos t* 

At this astounding accusation a livid paleness overspir^MMt 
Cachillo's features. 

lie could no longer disguise from himself the fkte ilui 
awaited him. 

The bandage which covered his eyes fell suddenly; and t< 
the flattering delusions with which he had deceived himself 
iucceedcd a formidable reality. 

** Marcos Arellanos 1*' he stammered out in a weak voice, 
•* who told you that ? I did not kill hun t»» 

Fabian smiled bitterly. 

•* Wlio tells the shepherd,** he cried, " where the ded of 
the jaguar is to be found that devours his sheep P 

^ Who tells the vaquero where the horse that he purines 
has taken refuge P 

"To the Indian, the enemy he seeks? 

** To the gold-seeker the ore, concealed by God P 

** The surfiice of the lake only does not preserve the tract 
of the bird which flies over its waters, nor the form of tLe 
cloud which it reflects; but the earth, with its herbs and 
mosses, reveals to us sons of the desert, the print of tho 
jaguar*s foot as well as the horse's hoof and the Indian*! 
track ; do you not know it, er«n as I doP" 

" I did not kill Arellanos,** repeated the assassin. 

'^ You did kill him ; you cut his throat near to our oommoa 
eonntiy; you threw his corpse into the river; the earth 
rr.vealed it to me — since I noticed the dt:ect in the horse you 
n>de, as well as the wound in your log, which you received 
in the struggle.'* 

"Pardon, DonTiburcioT" cried Cud: illo, overwhelmed by 
the sudden revelation of these facts, to whidi God alone hski 
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i^eeu fritnesfl. **Tako back aU the gold yoa gtve me, Ih4 
•pare 1117 life i and to show my gratitude, I will kill all jonu 
enemioe ererjwhore, and always at a sign from you — for 
nothing— even my father, if you command me; but in tbm 
same of the all powerful Ood, spare my life— spare ire mj 
Efel'^ he continued, crawling forward and datchibg al 
Fabian's knc<^ 

^ Arellajios also craved for mercy ; did you listen to l^b 7*^ 
laid F .'ibian, turning away. 

** But when I killed him, it was that I might possess all 
this gold myself. Now I restore it all for my life — wh* ( can 
you want niore?'' he continued, while he redsted I ip6*fl 
efforts, who was trying to prevent him from kissing Fa ian*i 
feel. 

With features distorted by excess of terror, a whitish foam 
upon his lips, Iiis eyes starting from his head, yet seeing 
nothing, Cuchillo still sued for mercy, as he endeavoured to 
crawl towards Fabian, lie had by continued efforts reached 
the edge of the platform. Behind his head, the sheet of 
water fell foaming downwards. 

** Mercy, mercy 1>* he cried, ** in the name of your mother 
^for Dona liosariia's sake, who loves you, for I know thai 
#he loves you — I heard " 

^ What ?" cried Fabian, in his turn rdshing towards 
Cichillo, but the questien expired upon his lips. 

Spimed along the earth by the carabinier's foot, C'uchillc 
%\th head and arms stretched back was hurled into the 
alyssi 

" What have you done, Pep6 ?" exclaimed Fabian. 

" Tlie wretch," said the ex-carabinier, was not worth the 
^rd which might have hung him, nor the bullet th.^ would 
hftve sent him out of the world. 

A piercing cry, — a cry which rose from the abyss— rwhicb 
drowned their voices and was heard above the roar of ihi 
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•Moade, caciBed Fabaian to stretch his head forward and 
withdraw it again in hoiror. Hanging to the branches of 
1 shrub which bent beneath his weight, and which scarce 
adhering to the sides of the rock, was fast giving way, 
Cuchillo hung over the abyss, howling forth his terror and 
anguish. 

^'Ilelp l** he shouted, in a voice despairing as the damned. 
** III^ ! if you are human beings — help !" 

The three friends exchanged a glance of unutterable meai^ 
ng, as each one inped the sweat from his brow. 

Suddenly the bandit's voice grew fiiint, and amidst horrt* 
bic bursts of laughter, like the shrieks of a lunatic, wert 
Veard the last inarticulate words that escaped his lips. 

A moment after, and the noise of the cascade alone broke 
tlie silence of the desert. The abyss had swallowed up him, 
vhose life had been a long tissue of osime. 
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Bix months nave elapsed since the three hunters, witnout 
Aeigning to cairy with them a single gndn of the treasar^^^ 
of the valley of gold, directei their stefis, following lbs 
eonrse of the Rio Gila, to the plains of Texas. The niinyhad 
•ucf^edod to the dry season, without anything being known 
of their file, or of the expedition commanded hy Don Este- 
tan de Arochiza. 

Diaz was no more, having carried with him to the tomb the 
leorct of the wonderful valley — and Gayferos >!a«3 followed 
his throe liberators. What had become jf these intrepid 
hooters who bad willingly encountered &tigoes, privatioov 



i79 TU£ WOOD-fiU^^GKBSr 

and dangers, instead cf leturning to civili\ed ^e? VTerm 
they as rich aud ]>owerfui as tlioy might have been? Had 
the deBert claimed these three noble spirits, as it has done bo 
many others? Like the monk, who seeks in the silence ol 
^ the cloister forgetfalnoss of the world's vain show, had Fabiaa 
in the sublimity of solitude been able to forget the womiui 
who loTod him, and who secretly hoped for and expected 
his return ? 

What we are about to relate will answer these quofllions. 

One sultry afternoon, two men, mounted and anned to the 
teeth, pursued the lonely road which leads from the utmost 
confines of the province of Sonora to the Presidio of Tubaa 
Their costume, the coarse equipment of their steeds, and the 
beauty of the latter, formed on the whole a striking oonti'ast 
and seemed to indicate subalterns despatched by some lioL 
proprietor, either to carry or to seek information. 

The first was clothed in leather from head to foot, like the 
vaquero of some noble hacienda; the second, dark and 
bearded like a Moor, though less simply attired than hii 
eompanion, did not appear to be of much greater ooiisidera 
tion. 

At the end of a journey of some days the white houses of 
the Presidio began to appear in the distance* The two cava* 
Hers had probably exhausted every subject of couvi^rsatioi- 
for they trotted on in silence 

The scanty vegetation wh^ch covered the plains they were 
crossing was again becoming parched by the sun, after the 
winter rains; and the dry grass harboured innumerable grass- 
hoppers whose shrill note was heard inostssantly, mingled 
with the scorchuig breath of the south irind. The foliage 
irf th<» Peruvian trees drooped languidly over the burning, 
«and, like the willows upon the banks of a stream. 

The two cavaliers anived at the entrance of the Presidii 
]o«t as the church clock sounaAd the evening a^ffeiu$» 
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Tiilifto was then a village vnih two cross street^ itsuii 
l»ailt of cement, with only a few windows in the front, as if 
U.fi .Mifltom in places exposed to the sndden excursions of tht 
Iii«li;ins. Strong moveable barriers, fonncd by trunks of trees, 
plot Oct e«l the four approaches to the village ; and a piece of 
tin; .irtillery of the country, rused upon its carriage, wat 
cnctotl behind each of these barriers. 

Previous to following the new comers into the Presidio, w€ 
must relate an incident which, insignificant in itself never- 
theless acquired some importance in the heart of a solltarj 
village of Tubac. 

During the space of a fortnight a mysterious personage— 
Inasmuch as he was unknown to the inhabitants ^f the Presidio 
— had frequently, and for a short time, appeared there. He 
was a man of about forty years of age, thin, but rough and 
vigorous in appearance, whose countenance seemed to toll of 
dangers overcome, but whose speech was as rare as his phy- 
siognoniy was expressive. lie replied shortly to any ques- 
tions addressed to him ; but, on the other band, he asked a 
great man/, and appeaved particularly anxious to know whal 
was passuig at the Hacienda del Y enado. 

Some of the inhabitants of the Presidency knew the rich 
proprietor very well by repute, but few amongst them — or, 
•ne might rather say, none of them — were so thoroughly 
icquaihted with Don Augustin Pefia, as to be capable of 
answering the questions of the stranger. 

Everybody in Tubac remembered the gold-seekers' expe 
Jition which had set out six months pre\'iously; and accor. 
Miig to some vague replies given by the nysterious person a ii:<?, 
H was suspected that he knew more upon the matter than he 
iihofii) to reveal. He had, he pretended, encountered in the 
deserts of the Apachp countiy, a troop commanded by Don 
B^tevan in a ^ery critical position, and he had reason foi 
oeheving that they most have fought a Isist and terrible eo 
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gagement with tho Indiani^ from the result cf which 1m 
augured no good. 

The eyening before the arrival of the two trayellers, h« 
ha«l inquired what direction he ought to take to reach Dob 
Augustin's house; and, abore all, he had testified a great 
wish to learn whether Dofia Rosarita was still unmarried. 

The unknown always wore on his head a rod chequered 
handkerchief, the folds of which hung down over his eyes ; 
and in consequence of this headdress he always went by the 
name of the ^ man with the red kerchief.'* 

This being explained, let us now return to our two travel* 
lers. 

The new comers — ^whose arrival created some sensation — 
on entering the presidency, directed their steps towards 
one of the houses of the village, at the door of which sat f 
man, who was soothing his leisure hours by playing upon the 
^tar. 

One of the cavaliers, addressing him, said — 

^ Santas tardea t my master ; will you afford hospitality 
io two strangers for a day and a night ?" 

The musician rose and bowed courteously. 

"Pray dismount, noble cavaliers," he answered, "this 
dwelling is at your service as long as you please to remain.** 

Such is the simple ceremonial of hospitality still in vogue 
in these distant countries. 

Tho cavaliers dismounted from their horses, in the midst 
of an i«llo group who had collected around them, and who 
ebsorved the two strangers with considerable curiosity — ^fo? 
in the Presidio of Tubac an arrival is a rare event. 

The host silently assisted his guests to unsaddle theii 
fcorsos, but the more inquisitive of the crowd did not exer- 
eiae so much discretion, and without scruplo addressed a 
multitude of questions to the travellers. 

"Good people," said one of the cavaliers, •Met om finrt 
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tttcnd tc our horses, %nd ailerwards, when wc baie taken a 
mouthfxL of food, we shall have a chat. My comrade and 
myself have come here for that very purpose." 

Thus saying, the bearded cavalier unfastened his gigantic 
•pars, threw them across his horse's saddle, wfc ch hedepo- 
sited, together wnth its woollen covering carefully folded, v» 
the piazza attached to the house. 

'J'he two strangers did not dwell long over their repast. 
Tlioy soon rejoined their Lost upon the threshold, and sat 
down beside him. 

Their questioners had not yet departed from the house. 

^* I am the more inclined," resumed the bearded traveller 
* to inform you all of the object of our visit to the Presidio, 
nnce we are sent by our master to ask you a few questions. 
Will that be agreeable to you?" 

*' Perfectly," replied several yoioes, **and first, may we 
know who your master is?" 

" He is Don Augustin Pena ; you are not without some 
knowledge of his name ?" 

**The proprietor of the great Hacienda del Venado — a 
man worth three millions! Who does not know him?" 
replied one of the bystanders. 

**He is the same. This cavalier, whom you see, is a 
vaqnero, entrusted with the care of the beasts of the IrAci- 
enda ; for myself, I am a majordomo attached to the service 
of the proprietor. Would you have the kindness, my dear 
friend, to give me a light for my cigar?" oontmued tht 
beatded majordomo. 

He paused to light his cigar of maize husk, and then re> 
nmed : 

** Six months ago an expedition set out from here In search 
of gold dust. This expedition was headed by one named- 
let me see— corrai/ I have heard him sailed by so many 
■ames that I cannot remember any !" 
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**Dok ^tevonAreckiza?" replied imecflkibterioeiitjfi^ 
^a Spaniard, and one such as we do Lit often see in tnifl 
oountry; oue who seemed, by his noble deportment and 
tnajestio countenance, to have commanded all his life." 

" Don Estevan Arcchisa: the very same," said the major- 
domo, ^* a man who as fiir exceeds all others in generosity 
M a gamester who has just won a fortune. But let me 
return to the expedition ; about how many men composed it| 
do you guess ?" 

^ More than eighty started out with it." 

*^ More than a hundred," suggested another. 

^ Tou are mistaken — the number was not a hundred ia 
all," interrupted a third. 

^'That matters little to Don August tn, my master. It it 
%r more important to know how many .returned." 

Upon this point also there were two different opiuions. 

^ Not a single one," remarked a voice. 

** Yes ; there was one, and bnt one," continued another. 

The majordomo rubbed his ^ands with an air <^ satisfik)* 
tion. 

** Good !" said he, ** then at least one is saved, provided 
this gentleman, who declares that all the gold-seekers are not 
dead, be rightly infonned, as I hope he is." 

•* Do you not think," said the last who had spoken, ** that 
the man of the red handkerchief may not be one of those 
Hhose departure we witnessed six months ago? I would 
vwear to it by the cross and Qospel." 

" No I not so I" cried another, " that man never set foot in 
Ihe Presidio before the other day." 

" In any case," interrupted a third, " the man of the red 
handkerchief has doubtless something of interest in store 
for Don Angustin Pena, since he has so often inquired about 
him. With these gentlemen, he wrll probably be more i 
municative than with ua,'^ 
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** That will be just what we desu-e," resumed the ;najor 
Aomo. 

** You must know, then, and I may without mcliscrclioii 
inform you," continued he, "that Don August iuPef a, whom 
God presei-ve, was the intimate friend of Senor Areehiza, and 
that .he has had no news of him for six months past, which 
would be natural enough if he has been massacred by th6 
Indians with all the rest. But my master is anxious for hif 
return, that he may marry his daughter. Dona Rosarita, a 
beaTitiful and charming person, to the Senator Don Vicente 
Tragaduros. Months have elapsed, and since the hacienda 
is not on the main road from Arispe to Tubac, and that we 
cannot gain information from any one upon the subject of 
this deplorable expedition, Don Augustin. determined upon 
sending us here to inquire about it. When he shall have 
established the fact that Don £sicyan's return is impossible 
—and as young girls do not readily meet with Senators 
ic the heart of the desert — nor do the latter often find there 
Ifirls whose marriage portion is^ worth two hundied thousand 
piastres — " 

" Carrambal that is a high figure.*' 

** True, friend," continued the majord«.mO| " then the pro 
jected marriage will take place to the mutual satisfaction of 
»ll parties. Such is the object of our journey to Tubac. If 
therefore, you can conduct me to him whom you describe ai 
the sole survivor of this expedition, wo shall perhaps leare 
from him what we wish to discover," 

The conversation had reached this stage, when, at mmt 
'iistance from the house where it was taking place, a man 
▼as seen j)assiug, with his head bent downwards. 

*• See 1" said one of the party, pointing to the man in que& 
fcion ; " there goes your sole survivor." 

" In truth, it is a person wiiose conduct is sufidently myfti 
lerioue, * a ided the host. " For some days past he hat doni 
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Dothing bat oome and go, from one place to anotlner, wita 
out informing any one of the object of his journeyinge." 

" If it please you, we shall question him ?" proposed one. 

" Hola 1 friend I" cried another of the party ; " come this 
way ; here is a gentleman who is anxioos to see and speak 
with jon/^ 

The mysterious nnknown approached at the summons. 

"Seuor cavalier,'* said the majordomo, courteously ad 
dressing him, '^ it is not to gratify an idle curiosity that I 
now addi'ess you ; but the master whom I serve feels a natu 
ral anxiety at the disappearance of a friend, whose death he 
would greatly deplore. What do you know of Don Estcvau 
de Arechiza ?" 

" Many things. ^ But, pray what is the name of the master 
of whom you speak ?" 

"Don Augustiu Pena — proprietor of the Hacienda del 
Vcnado." 

A ray of joy lit up the countenance of the unknown. 

" I am able," he said, " to ftimish Don Augustin with aU 
Ihe information he may desire. How many days' jouiney i« 
it from hence to the hacienda ?" 

** Three days' journey, with a good horse.'* 

*^ I possess a capital one ; and if yon can wait for me \mtU 
to-morrow evening, I shall accompany you, and communi* 
cate with Don Augustin in person." 

** Be it so," answered t he majordomo. 
••Very well," added the man of the red handkerchief; •* te 
morrow at this same hour we will start, so that we ma; 
travel by night, and so escape the heat." 

Saying this, he took his departure, when the majordomo 
remarked : 

" It must be agreed, gentlemen, that nothing can exceed 
ihe complaisance of this cavalier of the red hankerchief." 

The Arrangement did not satisfy the bystandcirs^ who weif 
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lioToaghly disappointed ; but tlieir interest was fcnei^od, oi 
■eeing the man of the red handkerchief pass by on horseback, 
and depart at full speed towards the north. 

The unknown kept his promise : and on the day folio wii.g 
ke returned at the hour of the evening angelus. 

Don Augustin's two envoys took leave of their host, assut 
ing him of a kind welcome, if ever his affairs led hhn in the 
direction of tne Hacienda del Venado. Even the poorest 
in this piimitive country, would blush to receive any other 
reward for hospitality than sincere thanks, and a promise 
tnat they in their turn should receive it. 

The three horsemen set off at full speed ; the horse of the 
onknown equalled in strength and mettle those of Don 
Augustin's envoys. The journey was rapidly accomplished ; 
and at da^n of the third day, they could trace in the di* 
tance the clock-tower of the Hacienda del Venado, and an 
hour afterwards they dismounted in the courtyard, Althougl 
it was at that early horn* when the sun sheds its most en- 
livening rays, everything which iurrounded this habitation 
bore the stamp of melancholy. One might have supposed 
that the gloomy nature of the inmates was reflected upon itg 
exterior. 

Doiia Rosarita was dying of grief; and this filled the 
haciendado \vith the deepest anxiety. Don Augustin's 
daughter could not help the belief that Fabian yet lived. 
But why, then, had not Tiburcio, as she always called him, 
returned to the hacienda ? Either he was dead, or he no lon^ 
ger lv)ved her! It was this uncertainty that gave rise to 
Dona Rosarita^s deep dejection. 

Another source of anxiety to the haciendado, was the 
absence of all news fi'ora the Duke dc Armada ; and to ihig 
anxiety was added impatience. The projected marriage be« 
tween Rosarita and the Senator had been devised by Don 
Eitevan. Tragadoros had urged its fulfihnent, Don Angus 
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tin ha^I laid the proposal before his danghtei bat she rqJied 
only hj tears ; and her father still hesitated. 

Ilowercr, at the expiration of six months, it was deter 
mined to put an end to the uncertsdnty by sending to thi 
Presidio for information concerning the expedition com- 
manded by Don Estevan. It was the last respite that poor 
Bosarita had ventured to demand. 

The Senator had absented himself for some days from the 
hacienda, when the majordomo returned, and Don Angustin 
was infoimod of the arrival of a stranger who could 
remove his unceitainty. He ordered the stranger to be in- 
troduced into the chamber akeady known to the reader ; and 
Dofia Rosarita, who had been sent for, speedily joined her 
father. 

In a few moments the stranger presented himselC A wide 
felt hat, to which on entering he raised his hand without re- 
moving it, shaded his &ce, upon which a keen anxiety was 
visible From beneath the broad brim of his hat a red hand- 
kerchief fell so low upon his forehead as almost to conceal 
his eyebrows, and from beneath its shadow he gazed witk 

lingular interest upon the pale oountenaoco of the Jowm§ 
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CHAPTER Un. 

THS BT&ANOE&*S STOBT. 

Hma head veiled by a silk scarf which partly coc sealed tht 
taxnriant tresses of her dark hair as they fell in luxuriant 
dusters upon her bosom, Dona Rosaiita's countenance gave 
evidence of long and secret suffering. 

As she seated herself^ a look of deep disquietude increasea 
her paleness. It seemed as though the young girl feared the 
approach of a moment, in which she might be required to 
renounce Uiose sweet dreams of the past, for the reality of a 
future she dared not contemplate. 

Wlien the stranger wap also seated the haciendado ad* 
dressed him. 

** We are indebted to you, my friend,'* he s^d, " for 
travelling thus far to biing us news which I have been fore- 
warned may prove of a very sad natui'e; nevertheless we 
must hear all. God's will be done I" 

**My news is in truth sad; but as you say it is necessary,'* 
and the stmnger, laying a stress upon these last words, seemeci 
to address himself more particularly to Dona Rosarita, " il at 
you should hear all. I have been witness to many things 
yonder ; and the desert does not conceal so many secrets as 
one might supix)se," 

The young girl trembled sliglitly, while she fixed upon ih# 
toBii vt the red handknrchief, a Jeep and searching glance. 
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'* Qo ODy friend,^ taid she, in her melodious Toi99^ * W 
ihaU have oonr%ge to hear alL** 
^ \Yhat do yoa know of Don Estevan?** resumed the had 

fudado. 

'* He is dead, Sefior 

A sigh of grief escaped Den Aagnstin* and he rested Lu 
«iead upon his hands. 

** Who killed him ?» he asked. 

" I know not, but he is dead.** 

^* And Peiro Diaz — ^that man of such noble and dinnter 
i»<^tod feeling ?" 

" He, like Don Eslevan, is no more of this world.** 

•* And his friends Cucliillo, Oroche, and Baraja ?'* 

** Dead as well as Pedro Diaz, all dead except — ^but with 
your leave, Sefior, I shall commence my narrative at an ear- 
lier period. It is necessary that you should know all.** 

" We shall listen to you patiently." 

** I need not detail," resumed the narrator, " the dangers 
of every kind, nor the various combats in which we were 
engaged since our departure. Headed by a chief who 
bispired us with boundless confidence, we shared his perils 
cheerfully.** 

" Poor Don Estevan !** murmured the haciendado. 

** During the last halt in which I was present, a report 
spread through the camp that we were in the vicinity of an 
hnmen^ treasure of gold. Cuchillo, our guide, deserted us ; 
be was absent two days. It was doubtless God*8 will that 1 
diould be saved, since it inspired Don Estovan with the idea 
of sending me in search of him. He therefore commanded 
me to scour the country in the environs of the camp. 

** I obeyed him, notwithstanding the danger of the m». 
won, and went in search of our guide's footsteps. Aftei 
some time I was fortunate enough to find his traces ; whei 
all at once I perceived in the distance a narty of Apaches 



««! mUJIQKB'B 0TOBT. 421 

engaged .11 a hunt of wild horses. I torned mj horse's head 
riui\d as quickly as possible, but the ferocioa; jells Tvhioh 
l>iUBi out on every side told me that I was disoorered.*' 

llie Btrai»ger| in whom the reader has doubtless recognised 
Uayferos, tht^ unfortunate man who had been scalped^ pa\ised 
in instant a£ though overoome hy horrible recollccljons. 
Fhen in continuation, he related the manner in which he was 
eapturod by the Indians, his anguish wmn he thought of the 
torments they ^ere prepai-ing fo? iini> ihe desperate strug- 
gle by which he kept up in his race agamst them with naked 
feet, and the ii.ezpressible sufferings he endured. 

" Seized by one of them," said he, " I was struck by a 
blow which feLad me to the earth ; then I felt the keen edge 
of a knife trace, as it were, a cir< le of fire around my head. 
I heard a gun fired, a ball hiss id close to my ears, and I * 
lost aU consciousness. I cannot t( U how many minutes passod 
thus. The sound of a second shot caused me to open my 
eyes, but the blood which covered my face blinded me ; I 
rabed my hand to my head, which felt both burning and fro- 
sen. My skull was bare, the Indian had torn off the bail 
with the scalp attached to it. In short, they had scalped 
me 1 That is the reason, Senor, that I now wear this red 
han'ikerchief both by day and by night." 

During his recital, a cold perspiration coyered the narr» 
ior's countenance. 'Hia two listeners shuddered with horror. 

After a momentary pause, he continued : 

*^ I ought perhaps to spare you, as well as myself ot ner 
(Md details." 

Oayferos then related to his auditors the unexpected assis* 
Unce he had obtained firom the three hunters who had taken 
refuge upon the little island, and was describing the moment 
h which Bois-Rose carried him off in the presence of th€ 
Indians, when this heroic actio n drew from Don Aug^tstoi'i 
lipfl a cry of admirsti^in. 
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^ Bot there wete then a sccre on ihis litte ^liadf* int 
rapted he. 

^^ Reckoning the giant who carried me in h^ armi then 
were but three," continued the narrator. 

^* Santa Virgmfi* they were truity men then- toft ooih 
tinue.'* 

The adventurer resumed : 

^The companion of him who had carried me in his amu^ 
was a man of about the same age — that is, near five-and-fortj. 
There was, besides, a young man, of a pale but proud coun- 
tenance, a sparkling eye, and a sweet smile ; by my lutb, a 
handsome young man, Sefiorita ; such a one as a fiither might 
with pride own as a son — such as a lady might be proud and 
happy to see at her feet. During a short interval of calm, 
which succeeded the horrible agonies I had suffered, I found 
time to question the preservers of my life concerning their 
names and occupation; but I could learn nothing from them 
except that they were hunters, and travelled for their owp 
pleasure. That was not very probable, still I made no olbsor 
vation.** 

Dona Rosarita could not quite suppress a sigh; perhaps 
she expected to be reminded of a &niiliar name* 

Qayferos continued the recital of various £icts with which 
tlie reader is already acquainted. 

"Alas, SeHoritay^^ he continued, "the poor young mao 
was himself captured by the Indians, and his punishment wai 
to avenge the death of their companions.'* 

At this part of the narrativOtDoua Kosarita's cheek bec«me 
deadly pale. 

" Well, and the young man," interrupted the haciendado, 
who watt almost as much moved as the daughter, on hearing 
these sad events, " what beenrre of him?" 

Rosarita, who had remained silent as the narrator proceeded, 
retomed by a look of tender acknowledgment^ the solicit «d^ 



l>«r fiither testified for the Toiing man, for wbom^ m spite of 
he? self, she felt so deep an interest. 

••Three days and three nights were consumed in fearfbl 

gidsh, relieved only by a feeble ray of hope. At lengthi 
on the morning of the fourth day. ^e were able unawares U 
Adi upon our sanguinary foes ; and «fter a desperate struggle, 
the warlike giant succeeded in reconquering the youth, who, 
■afe and sound, he again prsssed to his heart, calling him his 
beloved child." 

^ Iloaven be praised 1" exclaimed the haciendadoi with a 
Kq}i of relief. 

llosarita remained silent, but her colour suddenly return* 
ing, testified to the pleasure she experienced: while a joyous 
smile lit up her countenance on hearing the last words of the 
narrator. 

«^ Continue I" said the haciendado; ^but in your recital, 
which is deeply interesting to a man who was himself during 
SIX months held captive by the Indians, I seek in vain for 
any details relative to poor Don Estevan's death." 

" I am ignorant of them," continued Gayferos, " and I can 
only repeat the words spoken by the yoimgest of the thre€ 
hwmters, when I questioned him upon the subject." 

" lie is dead," said the young man to me, ** you yourself 
ire the last survivor of a numerous expedition ; when you 
tball have returned to your own country-lfor," added he, 
rith a sigh, " you have perhaps some one, who in gnaf niirr:- 
hers the days of your absence— they will question yea con- 
cerning the &te of your chief, and the men he commanded. 
You will reply to them, that the men died fighting— as to 
Dieir chief^ that he was condemned by the justice of God, and 
that the divine sentence pronounced against hL a, was exe» 
cuted in the desert. Don Estevan Arechiza will ne^er agaio 
return to his fi-iends. 

^ Poor Don Estevan I" exclaimed the hadendado. 
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^ Ami yon could neyer Icain tbo names of tho^a orsTC^ 
poiieTOus, and devoted men ?" asked Dona Rosarita 

** Not at the moment," continued Gayferos ; " only it 
appeared Btrange to me, that the youngest of the thre« 
hunters spoke to me of Don Estevan, Diaz, Oroche, and 
Baraja, as though he knew them perfectly." 

A pang shot through Dofia Rosarita*s heart, her bosom 
heaved, her cheeks were dyed with a deep crimson, then 
became pale again as the flowers of the daturcu^ but she still 
remained silent. 

" I draw towards the close of my recital," continued Qay- 
'eros. " After having recovered the brave warrior's son from 
the Apaches, we journeyed towards the plains of Texas, I 
ahall not relate to you all the dangers we encountered during 
six months of our wandermg life, as hunters of the otter and 
the beaver, nevertheless, it had its charms ; but there was 
one amongst us, who was far from finding this life agreeable. 
This was our young companion. 

" When I saw him for the first time I was struck by the 
melancholy expression of bis countenance, but afterwards, as 
we journeyed together, I noticed that this melancholy, instead 
of decreasing, seemed daily to augment. The old hunter, 
whom I believed to be his father (I know now that he is not)^ 
took every opportunity of calling his attention to the magni- 
ficence of the vast forest in which we lived, the imposing 
scenes of the desert, or the charm of the perils we encoun- 
tered. They were vain efforts, for nothing could banish the 
giief that consumed him. He seemed only to Hjrget it in the 
midst of the dangers he eagerly sought. One might have 
lupposed that life to him was no more than a heavy burden 
which he desired to get rid o£ 

*'Full of compassion for him, I often said to the old hunter— 
* Solitude is only suited to an advanced age, youth deUghtsm 
activity, and in the presence of its equals. Let us retom to 
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^UT habitaUoiUk' But the g^aut ouly sighed williox'i re 
plying. 

" Soon afterwards the manner of the two hunters, whfl 
•oved then* young companion as a son, became also saddened 

* One night wliile the young man and I were watching, I 
recalled a name which six months before he had uttered in 
his sleep. I then learned the secret of that grief which wai 
slowly consuming him. lie laved^ and solitude had but 
increased a passion which h^ vainly sought to stifle." 

Qayferos paused an instant to cast a searching glance upon 
the countenances of his auditors, especially upon that of Doila 
Hosarita. lie appeared to take a secret pleasure in exciting 
the young girl by the recital of all the circumstances best 
calculated to touch the heart of a woman. 

As a warrior and a hunter, the haoiendado did not attempt 
to conceal the interest with which the stranger's narrative 
was inspiring him. 

Rosarita, on the contrary, endeavoured, under a mask oi 
studied coldness, to conceal the charm she experienced on 
Hstening to this romance of heart and action, whose mo8* 
stuiing pages were so considerately opened to her by tht 
intelligent narrator. 

But her heightened colour and the fire in her large dark 
•yes completely belied her efforts. 

"Aht" cried Don Augtuttm, "if these three brave mer 
had been under Don Estevan^s command, the fate of th« 
•zpcditioQ might have been far different." 

"I am of the same opinion," replied Gayferoa, "but Wo* I 
had ordained it otherwise. Meanwhile," he continued, " I 
felt a great longing again to see my native land, but grau 
liide required that I should conceal it. But the old warrioi 
iivined my thoughts, and one day addressed me on this sab 
ject. 

^ Too gem^rous to suffer me alon« to hnv% the daogori •! 
It 
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mj hamownrd journoy, the giant hunter icsolvcd to acMmv 
pany me as far as Tubao. Ilia companion did not oppose 
his resolution, and we sot out fi>r the frontier. The young 
man alone seemed to follow us reluctantly in tliis directioou 

^* I shall not describe our fatigoes and the various difficat* 
ties wo surmounted in the course of our long and peiilouf 
)camey. I wish, however, to speak of one of our husi 
»t:ocanters with the Indians. 

" In order to reach the Presidio we were obliged to cross 
ho chain of the Rocky Mountains. It was towards tho 
ipfiroach of night that wo found ourselves amongst their 
gloomy solitudes, and we were obliged to halt. 

**TLi8 is a spot much frequented by the Indians, and we 
coulil not encamp without the greatest precaution. 

*^ Nothing, as it seems to me, can better resemble the 
a})ode of condemned souls than these mountains, where we 
spent the night. At every moment strange sounds, which 
appeur^^d to proceed from the cavities of the rocks, broke 
upon oar ears. At one time it was a volcano, which rumbled 
with dull and heavy noise beneath us, or the distant roar of 
a cataract : somotunes resembling tho howling of wolves or 
plaintive cries ; and from time to time dreadful flashes of 
ii*^htuii)g tore aside the veil of mist which eternally coven 
Uicse iiiountauis. 

" For fear of a surprise we had encamped upon a roek 
mliich projected, in the form of a table, above a ^nde opeo 
fi^ifv about fifty feet below us. The two elder hunters wcr« 
asleep ; the youngest alone kept watch. It was his turn, and 
is usual he had been compelled to insist upon it — for iJi 
oorapanions «eemed unwilling thus to allow him to share thd* - 
toils. 

** As for myself, sick and sufliering, I was stretched upon 
the ground. After many v»in efforts to obtain a little rest, at 
tmaglh I slept, when a frig ritful dream awoke no w?*th a start 
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•• Did jou hear tiothing ?» I asked of the young man, in 
a io w voice. * Ifothing,' he repliec!, * except the rumbling of 
the enbterrant^ volcanoes in the mountainir* * Say, rather, 
that we are Ji ere in an accursed spot,' I <^Dtiniied, and thea 
I related jny dream to him. 

" * It <s, perhaps a warning,* he said gravely. * I remem 
Iv3i Qpe night to have had just such a dream, when— ^ 

<^The young man paused. He had advanced to the edgt 
$K the rock. I crawled after him mechanically. The same 
object arrested our attention at the same moment. 

^^ One of those spirits of dai'kness which might have in 
tiabited such a spot, appeared suddenly to have acquired a 
visible form. It was a kind of phantom, with the head anc} 
skin of a wolf, but erect upon its legs like a human being. J 
made the sign of the cross, and mormured a prayer, but the 
phantom did not stir. 

*' • It is the devil,' I whispered. 

*^ ^ It is an Indian,' replied the young man ; * there are his 
companions at some distance.' 

*^ In short, our eyes, well practised in making out object! 
b the dark, could distinguish about twenty Indians, stretched 
npoc the ground, and who, in truth, had no idea of our 
vicinity. 

^^ Ah, Seiiorita !" added the narrator, addressing himself to 
D( iia Rosarita, *' it was one of those opportunities fraught 
wilh danger, which the poor young man sought with so 
RiTich avidity ; and your heart, like mine, would have been 
lorn at beholding the sad joy which sparkled in his eyes ; fi>r 
the further we travelled in this direction the more his melan^ 
•holy seemed to increase. 

** * Let us wake our friends,' I suggested. 

***No; let me ^o alone. These two men havd don« 
enough for me. It is now uy turn to mn a risk for them 
and, if I die, I shall forget* * ^ 
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**Ab he spoke these words the young man quitced m^ 
made a dotour, and I lost sight of him — without, howeirer, 
ceasing to behold the fnghtfol apparition which oontiniied 
immoveable in the same spot. 

*' All at once I saw another ^Inskj ahape, which nislied 
towards the phantom and seised H by the tliroat. The two 
fcrins grappled with one another 11i<» struggle was short 
and noiseless, and one might have beU<*^ed them two spirits. 
I prayed to God in behalf of the poor young man who thus 
exposed his life with so much indifference and intrepidity. 
A short time afterwards I saw him return ; the blood warn 
flowing over his face from a large wound on his head. 

*' ' Oh, Heavens 1» I cried ; * you are wounded.' 

*^'It is nothing,' he said; *I will now wake our com« 
panions.' 

" What do you think, Sefiorita ?" covt^nued the narrator. 
" Was not my dream a warning from God ? A party at 
Indians, M'hom we had put to flight on the other side of tho 
momitains — had followed our track in order to revenge the 
blood of their companions, which had been spilt upon the 
anks of the Gila — at the place where we had rescued the 
yoimg man. 

'* But the Indians had to contend with terrible adversaries. 
Their sentinel was the phantom who had been killed by the 
courageous hunt-er before he had time to utter a cry of 
abrm, and the rest, surprised in their sleep, were nearly all 
•tabbed ; a few sought safety in flight. 

^* The night had not passed before this new exploit wai 
accomplished; 

*' The tall hunter hastened to dress the wound of the 
joumg man, whom he loved as a son ; and the latter, ove^ 
eome ^nth fiitigue, stretched himself upon the ground and 
slept. 

'* In the moantirae his two friends watched by his tide U 
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gnmrd hiii sleep, whilst I in sadness contemplated his altered 
countenance, his reduced figure, and the blood-staibed ban 
dage with which his head w:;8 bound.'* 

** Poor youth,'* interrupted ry)fia RosariU*^ J^atly " atlP 
•o young, and yet compelled to lead a life oi uiceh^atit dnn 
2;er. And his £ither| also, he must have trembled for the lift 
of a beloved son ?'• 

^^ Beloved, as you say, Sefiorita," continued the narrator 
^ During a period of six months I was a daiiy witness to 
the infinite tenderness of this father for Ids child. 

**The young man slept tranquilly, and his lips soily mur. 
mured a name-— that of a woman — the same which had lately 
been revealed to rae in his slumber,^ 

Rosarita's dark eyes seemed t^ question the narrator, but 
her words expired upon her part^*^ lips ^ she dared not utt^ 
the name her heart was whisperii^ in her ears. 

*' But I encroach upon your time," continued OayferoSi 
without appearing to notice the young girl's agitation. " 1 
draw towards the close of my narrative. 

" The young man woke just as day began to dawn. * Com 
rade,' said the giant to me, ^go down yonder and count the 
dead which these dogs have left behind them.' 

*^ Eleven corpses stretched upon the ground," continued 
Gayferos, " and two captured borses, attested the victory of 
tfiese intr&pid hunters." 

** Let all due honor be given to these formidable men,* 
cried Don Augustin, with enthusiasm, whilst hir daughter 
clapping her little hands together, exclaimed, with spark' 
ling eyes, and an enthusiasm which equalled that of her 
father — 

'^That is splendid I that is sublime! so yotmg, and yet w 
brave." 

Rosarita only lavished her praises upon Uie yonng im> 
Vsown— thouf^h perhaps the acat« perception which bebng« 
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to a woman, and which almost resembles a second sig^ht, maj 
have revealed to her his name. 

The narrator seemed to appreciate the ^nuiea besieged 
vpon his friends. 

.** Bnt did yon not learn theur names V^ asked Dofla RocC' 
rita, timidly. 

^^ The elder was caUed Boia-Rotew im^ ^scond Fep6. As 
lo the yoimg man — ^* 

Oayferos appeared vainly endeavouring to recall the name 
without remarking the angokh which was depicted in tb« 
young girl's agitated frame, and visible in her anxious eyes. 

By the similarity of position between Tiburcio and the 
nnknown, she could not doubt but that it was he ; and the 
poor child was collecting all her strength to listen to hit 
name, and not to utter, on hearing it, a cry of happiness and 
love. 

** As to the young man," continued the narrator, ** he was 
tailed Fabian." 

At this name, which was unknown to the young girl, and 
which at once destroyed her pleasant delusions, she pressed 
her hand upon her heart, her lips became wliite, and the 
colour which hope had revived in her cheek faded away. 
She could only repeat mechanwUy, 

"Fabian I" 

At this moment the recital was interrupted by the entrance 
>if r servant. The Chaplain begged the haciondado to come 
U) ami for an instant, upon some business 1 e had to commn- 
Aija^e to him. 

Don Augustin quitted the apartment, saying that h< 
should speedily return. 

Gayferos and the young girl were now left alone; the 
former observed her some moments in silence, and with s 
delight he could scarcely conceal, saw that liosarita trembled 
beneath the folds of her silk scar£ By a secret feeling the 
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fK>or child diviucd that Qayforos had not yet finish ed« At 
Jen^^h the latter said gently^ 

^^ Fabian bore another name, Sefiorita ; do you w|iih ii 
% ear it whil? we are alone and wituont witnesses ?'* 
Ilosarita turned pale. 

*^ Another^name ? oh, speak 16 1- die oried, in a tremblicg 
Foice. 

^ He was long known as Ulisarcio Arellanos.** 
A cry of joy escaped the y^tong girl, who rose from hcf 
seat, and approaching the bearer of this good news, seized 
his hand. 

^^ Thanks 1 thanks I" she exclaimed, '^ if my heart has not 
already spoken them," 

Then she tottered across* the chamber, and knelt at th« 
feet of a Madonna, which, framed in gold, hung agdnst the 
walL 

"Tiburcio Arellanos," continued the narrator, "is now 
Fabian, and Fabian is the last descendant of the Cotmts of 
Mcdiana — a noble and powerful Spanish family." 

The young girl continued on her knees in prayer without 
appearing to listen to Gayferos' words. 

^* Iiumense possessions, a lofly name, titles, and hononrSi 
All these he will lay at the feet of the woman who shall 
accept his hand." 

The young girl continued her fervent prayer without tuni' 
^Mg her head. 

'^And, moreover," resumed the narrator, "the heart of 
i)on Fabian de Mediana still reUuns a feeling which was 
dear to the heart of Tiburoio Arellanos." 
Rosarita paused in her prayer. 
** Tiburcio Arellanos will be here to-night.** 
This time the young girl no longer prayed. It was i*ibur 
do and not Fabian, Count of Mediana. Tiburcio, poor, and 
laknown, for whom she had wept. At the sound of thif 
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Mine, flbe listened. Honours, titles, wealth What wer4 
they to her? Fabian lived, and loved her still, what mo^ 
ooold she desire ? 

** If yon will come to the breach in the wall, where, full oi 
despair, he parted from you, yo« will find lim there this v^erj 
eTening, Do you remember the place ?" 

^' Oh ! my Ood !^ she murmured, sofUy, ^ do I not vittt ft 
every evening ?•» 

And once more bending before the image of the 'Virgin^ 
Rosarita resumed her interrupted prayer. 

The adventurer contemplated for some instants this entbu 
siastio and beautiful creature, her scaif partly concaaling hei 
figure, her nude shoulders caressed by the long tresses of 
her dark hair, which fell in soft rings upon their surface ; 
then without interrupting her devotion, he rose &<Mn his seat 
and silently quitted the chamber. 



• CHAPTER LIV. 

THX RSTUBir. 

Whxm Dod Augustin Pefia returned, he fbund his daughtef 
alone, and still kneeling ; he waited until her prayer was fill 
ished. The news of Don Estevan's death so entirely occ» 
oied the haciendado's mind that he naturally attributed Dofli 
RosanlA's pious action to another motive than the tiie one* 
He believed that she was offering up to H^ibven a fenreni 
prayer for the repose of his spirit, whose mysterious end they 
liad just been made acquainted with. 

" Every day,'* said he, " during the following year, tU 
Cluiplain will, by my orilerF say a mass for Don Estevan'! 



THE RETURN. 441 

•ou!, for this man spake of the justice of God, irhich wai 
accomplished in the desert. These words aie serious, aad 
the manner with which they were pronounced, leaves no 
doubt as to their veracity." 

** May God pardon him 1" replied Rosarita, rising from hef 
knees, " and grant him the mercy he requires." 

'' May God pardon him I" repeated Don Augustin, earn- 
eBtly, "the noble Don Estevan was no ordinary man, or 
rather, that you may now know it, Rosarita, Don Antonio 
do Mediana, who, in his lifetime, was Knight of the Grand 
Cross, and Duke de Armada." 

'* Mediana, did you say, my father ?" cried the young girl, 
'* what I he must then be hii son ?" 

" Of whom do you speak ?" asked Don Augustin, in asto- 
nishment, " Don Antonia was never m^irried. What can yoq 
mean ?" 

" Nothing, my father, unless it be that your daughter if 
to-day very happy." 

As she said these words, DoSa Rosarita threw her arms 
round her father's neck, and leaning her head upon his breai?i 
burst into a passion of tears ; but in these tears there was no 
bitterness, they flowed softly, like the dew which the Am»> 
rican jasmine sheds in the morning from its purple flowers. 
The haciendado, but little versed in the knowledge of the 
female heart, misconstrued the tears, which are sometimes 
a luxury to women ; and he could conceive nothing of the 
kappiiiess which was drawing them from his daughter's eyesL 
He questioned her anew, but she contented heraelf with 
answering, while her lips Avere parted by a smile, and her 
♦J es were still moist. 
** To-morrow I shall tell you all, my father," 
Tlio good haciendado did hideed require the explanation 
of thu mystery, when he was left in iguorance of the chk* 
bust concerning it. 
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•• W« haye another duty to fulfil ;*» continued Le ; " iii 
last wish expressed by Don Antonio, on parting from tuB 
WMS that you should be united to the Senator TiagaJuro& 
It wUl be in compliance with the request of one who ia now 
no more, that this marriage should no longer bo delajed. 
I>o you see any obstacle to it, Rosaritaf^ 

The young girl started at these words, which remindo'i 
her of the fiital engagement she had sought to banish from 
memory. Uer bosom swelled, and her tears flowed afresh. 

^* Well," said the haciendado, smiling, *^ this is another 
proof of happiness, is it not ?" 

" Of happiness V* repeated Rosaiita, bitterly. " Oh I no, 
10, my father 1'* 

Don Augustin was now more puzzled than ever ; for, as he 
himself alleged, his life had been spent more in studying the 
artifices of Indians, with whom he had long disputed his 
domain, than in diving into the hearts of women. 

^' Oh, my father^*' cried Rosarita, " this marriage would 
now prove a sentence of death to your poor child !*» 

At this sudden declaration, which he had not expected. 
Don Augustin was quite stupefied, and it was with diflicnltj 
be subdued the anger to which it had given rise. 

" What I" he cried, wi#i some warmth, " did you not you^ 
self consent to this marriage only a month ago? Did yoa 
Dot agree that it should be consummated when we knew 
that Don Estevan could not return ? He is dead ; what thes 
do you wish ?'* 

" It is true, father ; I did fix that period, but—** 

"Well!" 

" But I did not know that he still lived.'* 

** Don Antoiiio de Mediana?" 

" No ; Don Fabian de Mediana,*' replied Rosarita, in a Ion 
VAiee. 

^ Don Fabian ? who is this Fabian of whom you speak f*' 
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" ^* He wliom we called Tiburcio Arellanos." 
l>oii Augustin remained mute with surpiise Dis danghtei 
iook adtantage of Lis silence. 

** When 1 consented to this m%- riage," said she, " I be. 
Iieved that Don Fabian was for ever lost to us. I did not 
kixoi^ that he still loved me ; and yet — consider whether I 
do not love you, my father ; consider what a grievous sacri 

ftce I made ia my affection for you — ^I knew well " 

As she spoke these words — her eyes moist with tears, yet 
shining with their own sweet lustre — the poor girl ap- 
proached, and, by a sudden impulse, threw herself upon her 
father's shoulder to hide her rising blushes. 

'' I knew then that I loved him only," she murmured. 
*' But of whom do you speak ?" 

" Of Tiburcio Arellanos — of the Count Fabian de Mediana 
— ^they are one and the same person." 

" Of the Count Mediana?" repeated Don Augustin. 
" Yes," cried Rosarita, passionately ; " I still love in him 
Tiburcio Arellanos, however noble, powerful, and rich may 
be at this hour Count Fabian de Mediana." 

Koble, powerful, and rich, are worda that sound well in 
t!M3 ear of an ambitious father, when applied to a young man 
wlioni he loves and esteems, but whom he believes to b€ 
poor. Tiburcio Arellanos would have met with a refusal 
from Don AugustiA — softened, it is true, by affectionate 
wjrds — but had not Fabian de Mediana a better chance of 
riocess ? 

" Will you tell ^.e how Tiburcio Arellanos can be Fabian 
de Mediana?" ask/i Don Augustin, with more curiosity than 
inger. " Who gi>ve yon this infomiailon ?" 

** You were not present at the close of the stranger's nsp» 
radve," replied Dona Rosarita, " or yoi) would have heard 
that the young companion of the two brave hunters, whost 
iiDgert he uobly shared, was no other than Tibordo Arel 
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Unos, now become Che Coimt Fabian de Mcdiansi. To tU 
dajr I am Ignorant of how, aloiio and wonndcd, he quitted 
the hacienda, and by what circumstances he tbuiici these 
anexpcctcd protectonH-or what relationship exists betwoes 
riburcio and the Duke de Armada. But this iiiaii, vrhc 
knows, will tell joo." 

**Let him be mstantly sought," said Don Augus»lin, quicklj; 
ind he called an attendant to whom he gave the order. 

Don Augustin awaited with the greatest impatience, tlif 
return of Gayferos ; but they sought him in vain. lie had 
disappeared. We shall presently explain the motive of hit 
departure. Almost at the same moment in which the baci 
endado and his daughter were informed of it, another atten 
dant entered to announce that Tragaduros was diamountiog 
bi the court-yard of the hacienda. 

The coincidence of the Senator's return Avith the approach* 
ing arrival of Fabian, was one of those events in which 
chance, oflener than might be supposed, sports with the 
events of real life. 

Rosarita, in order to secure an ally in her father, hastened 
to embrace him tenderly, and to testify her astonishment aS 
a miracle, which had converted the adopted son of a gambo- 
sine into the heir of one of the most powerful fiunilies in 
Spain. After having launched this twofold dart against the 
Senator, the young girl vanished from the apartment, leaving 
her &ther alone. 

Tragaduros entered like a man who feels that the an- 
nouncement of his arrival is always welcome. His manner 
was that of a future kinsman, for he had obtained the father's 
promise and the daughter's consent, although that consent 
was only tacitly ^ven. However, notwithstanding his sel£ 
satis&ction, and his confidence in the future, the Senator 
eoidd not fail to remark the grave reserve of Don Augostin'i 
Biauner. He thonght himself at liberty to remark iU 



^ Bon EstOTan de Arochiza, ike Dake of Arni&d% it nci 
more/' said the haciendado ; *' both you and I have lost f 
dear and noble friend." 

** What, dead?*' cried the Senator, hiding his face with an 
embroidered cambric handkerchief *^ Poor Don Estevan I 
I do not think I shall ever be able to console niysel£" 

Uis future, nevertheless, might not have been obscured bj 
perpetual grie^ for the regret he expressed was far from 
b^g in harmony with his most secret thoughts. While he 
ncknowledged the many obligations he owed to Don Estevan, 
he could not help remembering that had he lived, he would 
have been compelled to spend in political intrigues the half 
of his wife's marriage portion ; half a million of money be 
must thus have thrown to the dogs. It is true, he said' to 
himself, I shall neither be a count, marquis, or duke of any 
kind, but to my thinking, half a million of money is worth 
more than a title, and will multiply my pleasures considera 
bly. This fatal event will besides hasten the period of my 
marriage. Perhaps after all Don Estevan's death is not a 
misfortune. ^^Poor Don Estevan,'' he continued aloud, 
** what an unexpected blow I" 

Tragaduros had yet to learn that it might have been 
better for him had Don Estevan lived. We will leave him 
with the haciendado, and follow Qayferos — ^for perhaps the 
reader will be glad to hear from him ag^. 

The adventurer had saddled his horse, and unseen by any^ 
body had crossed the plain and again taken the road which 
#h1 to the Presidio of Tubac. 

The route which he followed for some time brought biai 
in contact with few travellers, and when by chance soma 
horseman appeared in the distance, Gayferos, as he passed 
him, exchanged an impatient salutation, but failed to recog* 
rize the one he sought. 
The day was drawing towards a oloie, and it was at a late 
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boar wben Gajfifros uttered a joyful ezdamatian on 0eeiBg 
ithree ti*avellert advancing at a gallop. 

These travellers were no others than the Oanadian, Pepd, 
laid Fabialk de Mediaua. The giant was mounted upon a 
strong Qlule, larger and more vigorous than the Mcxicm 
horses^ Nevertheless this animal was somewhat oat of pro- 
portion with the gigantic stature of the rider. 

yabLin and Pep6 rode two excellent coursers, which thej 
hid taken from the Indians. 

The young man was greatly changed since the day whoo 
be arrived for the first time at the Hacienda del Veuado. 

Painful and uideliblo recollections had left their traces 
n]»on his pale and M'asted cheeks, a few wrinkles furrowed 
his brow, though the brilliancy of his eye was heightened by 
the sorrowful retlcclion of tlie passion which consumed hinu 
But perhaps in the eyes of a woman his pale and mckly ai>- 
pearance might render the young Count of Mediana still mor( 
handsome and interesting than was that of Tiburcio Arellanos. 

Would not that countenance, ennobled by toil and travel, 
remind Doila Rosarita of the love for which she had every 
reason to feel proud and happy. Would it not tell of dan 
gers overcome, and surround itself with a double halo of 
muiifice and suffering ? 

As to the rough countenances of the hunterS| sun, fatignO| 
and danger of every kind had left them unchanged. If the 
hot wmds had bronzed their skin, dx months more of tlM 
adventurous life to which they were aoousUnned left no 
liace upon their sunburnt features. 

They testified no surprise on seeing the gambusino, but a 
lively curiosity was depicted in the glance of each. A look 
from Gayforos, however, soon satisfied them. That k>ok 
doubtless assured them that all was as they wished. Fakiai 
alone expressed some astoni-shment on seeing his old wtk 
panion do near the Hacienda del Yenado. 
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*^ Wm it in order to piccode us hero ;hat you came to tak4 
\emwe of us near Tubac ?" asked Fabian. 

"Dowbtless— did I not tell you so?" replied Gayferos. 

**I did not understand you thus,** said Fabian, wno, wi 1 li- 
on t seeioing to attach much importance to that which waa 
Mid or done around him, relapsed into the melancholy ailenoQ 
wlich had become habitual to him. 

Qayferoa turned his horse's head round, and the four tift 
Tellers continued their journey in silence. 

At the expiration of air hour, dniing which Gayferos and 
the Canadian only exchanged a few words in a low tone, and 
to which Fabian^ always absorbed in thought, gave no atten- 
tion, the recollections of a past, not very remote, crowded 
npon the memory of the three travellers. They were again 
crossing the plain which extends beyond El Salto de Agua, 
and a few minutes afterwards they reached the torrent itself 
which foams doAvn perpetually between the rocks. A bridge, 
the same size as the former one, replaced that which had been 
precipitated into the gulf below by those men who now slept 
their last sleep m the valley of gold« the object of their am 
Ution. 

The Canadian here dismounted* 

"Now, Fabian,»» sjud he, **here Don Estevan was found; 
the three bandits (I except, however, poor Diaz, the terror 
of the Indians), were there. See, here are still the prints ot 
your horse's hoofs — when he slipped from this rock, dragging 
you downwards in his fall. Aht Fabian, my child, I can 
e\"cn now see the water foaming around you— even now hear 
the cry of anguish I uttered. What an impetuous young 
man you then were I" 

** That I no longer am," said Fabian, smiling sadly. 

" Oh, no I at the present time your manner is imbued with 
the firm stoicism of an Indian warrior who smiles At the tOF> 
tnroa of the stake. In the midst of these tcenei your ikoi 
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18 calm, yet I am conyinced the recollectionB they 

to you miiBt be harrb\viug in the extreme; is it not ao 

Fabian?" 

** You nro mistaken, my father,** replied Fabian ; ** mrf 
hoart resembles tliis rock, where, though you say so, I no 
longer trace my Iiorse^s hoo&; and my memory is mute am 
the echo of your own voice, which you seem still to hear. 
When, before sutrcring me to return and live forever re- 
moved from the inhabitants of yonder deserts, you required 
as a lu^ trial that I should agsdn behold a spot which might 
recaJl old recollections, I told you those recoUecUons no lon- 
ger existed." 

A tear dimmed the Canadian's eye, but he concealed it by 
turning his back to Fabian as he remounted his mule. 

1'he travellers then crossed the bridge formed of the trunkfl 
of trees. 

** Do you trace upon this moss which covers the ground the 
print of my horse's hoo& when I pursued Don Estevan and 
his troop?" asked Fabian of Bois-Rose. **Nol the dead 
leaves of the past winter have obliterated them — ^the grass 
which sprung up afler the rainy season has grown over 
ihem." 

*^ All f if I raised the leaves, if I tore up the grass, I should 
again discover their traces, Fabian ; and if I searched the 
de]vth of your hear t " 

** Tou would find nothing, I tell you,*' interrupted Fabian 
with some impatience; **but I am mistaken,** he added, 
>||v'utly, " you would find a reminiscence of childhood, one ol 
tLose in which you are associated, ray father." 

** I believe it, Fabian, I believe it — you who have beeu the 
Celight of my whole life; but I have told you that I will not 
accept yoiir sacrifice mitil to-mon-ow at this hour, when yoi 
shall have seen all, even the breach in the old wall, over whiefc 
you once sprung, wounded in bof^y and spirit*** 
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- A diudder, like that of the oondenmeu on seeing the lail 
ierrible instrument of torture, passed through Fabian's firameb 

The trayellers halted at length, in that part of the ftratt 
atnated between the Salto de Agua and the haoienda, 
in the open space where Fabian had found in the Canadiaa 
and his comrade, friends whom Qod seemed to have sent te 
him from the extreme ends of the earth. 

Now the shades of night no longer obscured the silent 
depths of the American forest — ^a silence in which there is 
■omethi'^ ^^^vfiil when the sun in its zenith sends forth burn- 
ing ray. n blades of crimson fire, when the flower of the 
Uiana closes its chalice, when the stems of the grass drop 
languidly downwards as though in search of nourishment, 
and the whole &ce of nature, silent and inanimate, appears 
buried in sleep. The distant roar of the cataract was the 
only sound which at this hour broke the stillness of the 
forest. 

The travellers unsaddled, and having removed their 
horses' bridles, &stened them at some distance oC As they 
had travelled all night to escape the heat of the sun, they de- 
termined to take their siesta under the shade of the trees. 

Gayferos was the first who fell asleep. His affection for 
Fabian was not disturbed by any fears for the friture. Pep£ 
was not long in following his example. The Canadian only 
md Fabian did not dose thscr eyes. 

^ You are not sleeping, Fabian," said Bois-Rose, in a low 
foice. 

^^ No, nor you. Why io you not take some rest, like our 
compamons f " 

^^ One cannot sleep, Fabian, in a spot consecrated by so 
many sacred memories," replied the (Ad hunter. ^This 
place is rendered holy to me. Was it not here that, by the 
btervention of a miracle, I again found you in the heart oi 
this forest, after having lost you upon the wide ocean ? I 
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ihovld be nngntefnl to the Almkhty if Iconld K>igei i 
^BL to obtain the rest which he has i^jpointed for ns." 

^I thmk as yon do, my fether, and hsten to your word%" 
replied the youn^ coimt. 

** Thanks, Fabian; thanks also to that Ood who ordained 
that I should find you with a heart so noble and so loYing. 
See t here are still the remains of the fire near which I sat; 
here are the brands, still black, though th<7^ have beea 
wariied by the rain of an entire s^ison. Here is the tree 
ajB^ainst which I leant on the happiest evening of mj Ufe^ 
smce it restored you to me ; for now that I can again call 
you my son, each day of my existence has been fraught with 
nappiness, until I learnt what I should have und( i^' nd, that 
my afiecdon for you was not that to which the j ; heart 
aspires.*' 

^ Wh^ so firequently allude to this subject, my fiither T** 
said Fabian, with that gentle submission whidi is more oat- 
ting than the bitterest reproach. 

^* As you wilL Let us not again allude to that which may 
pain you; we dball speak of it after the trial to which I have 
submitted you.'* 

The father and son — ^for we may indeed call them so— 
DOW maintained a long silence, listening only to the voices oi 
nature. The sun approached the horizon, a liffht breese 

Sprung up and rustled amon^ the leaves; already hopping 
om branch to branch, the birds resumed their song, the 
Insects swarmed in the grass, and the lowing of cattle wan 
heard in the distance. It was the denizens-of the forest who 
welcomed the return of evening. 

The two sleepers awoke. 

After a short and substantial repast, of which Oayferos had 
brought the materials from the Hacienda del Venado, the 
four travellers awaited in calm meditation the hour of Hbm 
great trial. 

Some time passed away before the azure sky above the 
open clearing was overcast. 

Gradually, however, the light of day dinunished on the 
approach of twilight, and then myriads of stars shone in the 
Irmament, like sparks sown by the sun as he quitted the 
liorizon. At length, as on that evening to which so many 
recollections belonged, when Fabian, wounded, reached the 
pood-rangers bv their fire, the moon illumined the simmiti 
flf the trees and the glades of the forest. 
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^ .k^od we light a fire ?•* inquired Pepfi* 

** Certainly; for it may chance that w« shall gpoud th€ 
night here," replied Bois-Rose. ^^ Is not this year desire, 
Fabian?'* 

** It matters little to me,*' replied the young man ; ** here 
01 yonder, are we not always agreed ?" 

Fabian, as we have said, had long felt that the Canadian 
oould not live, even with him, in the heart of towns, without 
yearning for tiia liberty and free air of the desert. He knew 
also that to live without him would be still more impossible 
for his comrade ; and he had generously offered himself as a 
■acrifice to the affection of the old hunter, 

Bois-Rose was aware of the fiill extent of the sacrifice, and 
the tear h^ had that morning shed by stealth, was one of 
gratitude. We shall by-and-by enter more fully into tha 
Canadian's feelings. 

The position of the stars indicated eleven o'clock. 

" Go, my son," said Bois-Rose to Fabian. " When you 
nave reached the sp"»t where you parted from the woman 
who perhaps loved you, put your hand upon your heart. If 
you do not feel its pulses beat quicker, return, for you will 
then have overcome the past." 

** I shall return, then," replied Fabian, in a tone of melan- 
choly firmness : " memory is to me like the breath of the 
wind which passes by without resting, and leaves no trace." 

He departed slowly. A fresh breeze tempered the hot 
exhalations which rose from the earth. A resplendent moon 
shone upon the landscape at the moment when Fabian, 
having quitted the shadow of the forest, reached the open 
space intervening between it and the wall inclosing the haci- 
enda. 

Until that moment he proceeded with a slow but firm step, 
but when, through the silver vapours of the night, he per- 
ceived the white wall with the breach in the centre partly 
risible, his pace slackened, and his knees trembled under him. 

Did he dread his approaching defeat? for his conscience 
(old him already that he would be vanquished — or was it 
rather those recollections which, now so painfully recalled, 
rose up before him like the floods of the sea ? 

There was a deep silence, and the night, but for a slight 
vapour, was clear. All at once Fabian halted and stof d still 
like the dismayed traveller, who sees a phantom rise up in hir 
V»th. A white and airy form appeared distinctly vimblf 
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iboTe the breach m the old wall. It reaeitl Jed one of th« 
fidiles in the old legends of the north, which to the eye oFth€ 
Soandinavian idolaters floated amidst vapoors and imsts. To 
the eye of Fabian it bore the angel form of his first and oiil> 
love I 

For one instant this lovely apparition appeared to FaiMaa 
to melt away ; but his eyes deceived him, K>r in spite of him- 
self they were obscured. Tho vision remiuned stationary. 
When he had strength to move, he advanced nearer, and still 
the vision did not disappear. 

The young man's heart felt as if it would burst, for at this 
moment a horrible idea crossed his mind. He believed that 
what he saw was Rosarita's spirit, and he would rather a 
thousand times have known her living, though pitiless and 
disdainful, than behold her dead, thou^ she appeared in the 
form of a gentle and benignant apparition. 

A voice, whose sweet accents fell upon his ear like hea- 
renly music, fidled to dispel the illusion, though the voice 
•poke in human accents. 

" Is it you, Tiburcio ? I expected you.'* 

Even the penetration of a spirit from the other world could 
DOt'have divmed that he would return from such a distance. 

^* Is it you, Rosarita?" cried Fabian, in a scarcely percep- 
tible voice, ^* or a delusive vision which will quickly disap- 
pear ?>» 

And Fabian stood motionless, fixed to the spot, so greatly 
did he fear that the beloved image would vaniedi from his 
right. 

*' It is I," said the voice ; " I am indeed here." 

" O God I the trial will be more terrible than I dared to 
think," said Fabian, inwardly. 

And he advanced a step forward, thra paused; the poor 
young man did not entertain a hope. 

*^By what miracle of heaven do I find you here?" he 
eried. 

** I come everjr evening, 'Rburcio," replied the yoi;ng girl 

This time Fabian began to tremble more with love than 
hope. 

We have seen that Rosarita, in her last interview with 
Fabian, chose rather to run the risk of death than confess 
that she loved him. Since then she had sutfored so much, 
•he had shed so many tears, that now love was stroii|i^r tbas 
virgin parity. 
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■nd enhance her modesty. 

^^Come nmtmtf Tibiuroio,'* she said; **8eel here is my 
band." 

Fabian roMhed forward to her feet. He sdzed the hand 
tie offered onvulsively, bat he tried in vain to speak. 

The yoong girl looked down with anxious tenderness upoi 
ids&ce. 

^^Let me see if you are much changed, Tiburcio,** she 
oontinu«»d. *^ Ah 1 yes. Grief has left its traces on youi 
brow, but honour has ennobled it. Tou are as brave as you 
are handsome, Tiburcio. I learned with pride that danger 
had never made your cheek turn pale.** 

"You heard, did you say?'* cried Fabian; "but what 
have you heard ?'* 

" jAJI, Tiburcio ; even to your most secret tnoughts. ] 
have heard all, even of your coming here this evening. Do 
you understand ? and I am herp I*' 

" Before I dare to comprehend, Rosarita, — ^for this time a 
nustake would kill me,** continued Fabian, whose heart was 
stirred to its very depths by the young girl*s words, and the 
tenderness of her manner, " will you answer one question, 
that is if I dare to ask it ?** 

"Dare, then, Tiburck),** said Rosarita, tenderly. "Ask 
what you wish, I came to-night to hear you — ^to deny you 
nothing.'* 

" Listen,'* said the young Count : " six months ago I had 
to avenge my mother's death, and that of the man who had 
stood in ray father*s place, Marcos Arellanos ; for if you 
know all, you know that I am no longer " 

" To me you are the same, Tiburcio ; I never knew Don 
Fabian de Mediana.** 

"The wretch who was about to expiate his crime — tbf 
ftssassui of Marcos Arellanos, in short, Cuchillo— begged fci 
his life. I had no power to grant it ; when he cried, * I ask 
it in the name of Doila Rosanta, who loves you, for I heard 
—,* the suppliant was upon the edge of a precipice. I 
would have pardoned him for love of you ; when one of my 
eompauions precipitated him into the gulf below. A hui^ 
dred times, in the silence of the night, I recalled that suppli 
ant voice, and asked myself in anguish. What did he then 
hear? I ask it of you this evening, Rosarita," 

^ Onoe, onoe only, did my \ivii betray Um ieom d m| 
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hewt. It was here, in this very spot, when yoa ha^ quitted 
oar dwelling. I will repeat to yon what I then said." 

The girl seemed to be collecting all her strength, hefor^ 
she dared tell the young man that she loved him, and that 
openly and passionately ; then — her pure countenance shiiiixir 
with yirgiu innocence, which fears not, because it knows no 
HI, she turned towards Tiburcio. 

^* I have suffered too much,'' she said, ^^ from one uiistak«a^ 
to allow of any other ; it is thus, then, with my hands ia 

fours, and my eyes meeting yours, that I repeat to you what 
then said. You had fled from me, Tiburcio. I knew you 
were far away, and I thought God alone heard me when 1 
cried : * Come back, TVftumo, come back t I love only 

Fabian, trembling with love and happiness, knelt humbJ/ 
at the feet of this pure young girl, as he mi^ht have 
done before a Madonna, who had descended from her 
pedestaL 

At this moment he was lost to all the world, — ^Bois-Rose, 
the past, the future — ^aU were forgotten Uke a dream on 
awidong, and he eried in a broken voice : 

^^ Rosarita t I am yours for ever 1 1 dedicate my future life 
to you only." 

Uosarita uttered a faint cry. Fabian turned, and remained 
mute with astonishment. 

Leaning auietly upon his long carbine, stood Bois-Rose, a 
few paces from them, contemplating, with a look of deep 
tenderness the two lovers. 

It was the realization of his dream in the isle of Rio Oila. 

** Oh, my father I" cried Fabian sadly ; " do you forgive 
me for suffering myself to be vanquished ?*' 

" Who would not have been, in your place, my beloved 
Fabian ?" said the Canadian, smiling. 

*' I have broken my oath, my father I" continued Fabian j 
" I had promised never to love anj other but you. Pardon! 
pardon I" 

" Child, who implores pardon, when it is V who should 
ask it?" said Bois-Rose; " you were more generous than I, 
Fabian. Never did a lioness snatch her cub from the hands 
of the hunters, and carry it to her den, with a more savage 
love than I dragged you from the habitations of men to hid« 
you in the deseit. I was happy, because all my affectioni 
w«re oenter«d in yoa ; and I InaUeved that yo i might also b« 
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•o. Ton did not OLurnmr ; you sacrificed, mu^tatingly], all 
tliC treasures of your youth — ^a thousand times more predoui 
tLad those of the Golden Valley. I did not intend it should 
oe so, and it is I who have been selfish, and not generous, 
for ifyou had died of giief, I should have died also." 

" What do you mean ?" cried Fabian. 

^* What I say, chili Who watched over your slumbers 
'Coring long nights, to hear from your lips the secret wishes 
ji your heaili? It was I, who determined to accompanv to 
libis spot, Gayferos, whom at your intercession I saved n'om 
the hands of the Apaches. Who sent him to seek this beauti- 
fill and gracious lady, and learn if in her heait, she stiD 
treasured your memory ? It was I still, mj child, for your 
happiness is a thousand tiines more precious than mine. 
Wno persuaded you to make this last trial ? It was still I, 
my cmld, who knew that you must succumb to it. To-mor. 
row I had said to you, I will accept your sacrifice; but Gay. 
feros had even then read the most secret pages of this lady's 
heart. Why do you ask my pardon, when I tell you it is I, 
who should ask yours?'* 

The Canadian, as he finished these words, opened his amu 
to Fabian, who eagerly rushed into his embrace. 

" Oh, my fiither," cried he, " so much happiness Mghteni 
me, for nt^er was man happier than L" 

^^ Grief will come when God wills it," sidd the Canadian 
solenmly. 

^^ But you, what will become of you ?" asked Fabian, anx- 
iously. ^^ Tour loss will be to me the only bitterness in my 
fiiU cup of joy." 

"As God wills, my child," answered the Canadian. **It 
is true, I cannot live in cities, but this dwelling, which will be 
yours, is on the borders of the desert. Does not infinity sur- 
round me here? I shall build with Pep6 — ^Ho, Pep6," 
taid the hunter in a loud voice, '* come and ratify my pro- 
.mise." 

Pep6 and Gayfsros come forward at the hunter's summons, 

** 1 and Pep6," he continued, " will build a hut of the 
trunks and bark of trees upon the spot of around where 1 
found yon agam. We shall not always be at home, it is true | 
but perhaps some time hence should you wish to claim tha 
name and fortune of your ancedlors in Spain, you will find 
two &ienda ready to follow you to the end ol' the world 
Come, my Fabian, I have no doubt th«t I shall be even hap 




pfer than ron^ for I ahftll dxperianoe a double Wm !a mjr hm§ 
[>ineHa and yours." 

But why dweil longer upon iuch soenea? happineAA m m 
iTAQJUtory and impalpable that it will not bear either aoalyAii 
m dtiBcnption, 

^^ Tliort^ remainB but one obstacle now/* resumed the has* 
ler. *' This sweet lady's fetber,'* 

'^To^morraw he will expect hla son,*^ tntervpted Rosi^ 
litfti who atood by^ listening with singular interest to the dia 
logne, 

** Then let m& bless mine," Baid the Canadian. 

Fabian knelt before the tmnter. 

The latter removed his fur eap, and with moist eyes nusoJ 
to the Btarry heavens, be gaid — 

** Oh 1 my God ! bles^i my son, and grant that hifi cblldreQ 
may love him aa he has been loved by hk old Boia-Boae/' 




The following day the iMnstrious Senator returned in md- 
oess to Arispe, 

** I wa8 sure/* he said^ *^ that I shoitld unceasingly mourn 
for poor Don Estevan* I might at least hava posaeeaed, 
besides my wife's marriage poition^ a title of honour and 
half a million of money. It is certamly a great imsfortnne 
that poor Don Estevan ia dead*" 

Some lime afterwards a hut made of the bark and trmki 
of treeii' vms built in the forest glade so well known to the 
reader. Often Fabian de Mediaua, accompanied hy Kosarita, 
to whoP*. he was now tmited by the holy ties ot marriage 
perfortned a pilgrimage to the dw ellers in the hut. 

Perhaps at a later period one of those pilgi'images nugh* 
be undertaken w^th the view of claiming the assistinoc* 
of the two bniye hunters ia an expedition to the Golden Val 
ley or to the noaat of Spain ; but that is a thing of ths 
future. Let uf* for the present be content with sayuig, that 
if the happiness of this world is not a vain delusion, in tnith 
It ojdats at the Hacienda del Yenado, enjoyed by Fabian, 
Rosaritai upi the brav3 Wood-MangerM — rep6 cud Bolt 
RoMw 
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